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PREFACE 



THE SECOND EDITION. 




OLY THOUGHTS clothed in 
beauteous words form the effence of 
all true Poetry, 

It muft, however, be admitted 
that two qualifications are eflentially neceflary 
for a right underftanding of this, viz, fpirituality 
of mind, and a due cultivation of the intelledlual 
powers. Cowper has well obferved refpefting 
him who confeffedly ranks fupreme in the realm 
of fong — far above all Poets, ancient and modern, 
fave the infpired finger of Ifrael, — that " none 
but Chriftians can fiilly enter into the beauties of 
Milton." Of Milton's poetry we muft confefs 
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vi preface. 

that it would require an intelledl of fimilar capa- 
city adequately to comprehend it, and a tongue 
like his own fuitably to fpeak the praife. The 
efFeft of a proper reception of the breathings of 
this matter mind is to invigorate the underftand- 
ingj purify the affeftions, uplift the heart, and lead 
the mind a willing captive, fkyward, homeward, 
and to God. Ever will it endure, as a noble effort 
of intelledlual power of the higheft order, fanfti- 
fied by forrow, to put to Ihame thofe who pervert 
the nobleft gift of Heaven to low and fenfual 
abufe. Ever will it remain a triumphant memo- 
rial, as it has been fomewhere remarked that " the 
lamp of genius fhines with the brightefl luftre 
when it is fed with the purefl oil." 

With regard to that portion of the Lyra Sacra^ 
entitled Hymns^ Ancient and Modern^ the Editor 
wifhes it to be underflood that the term Ancient 
is ufed with fome latitude, including Authors from 
times previous to the Chriflian era down to the 
beginning of the lafl century ; his objeft being to 
combine fome of Zion's Songs, wherewith the 
faithful of Chrifl's Holy Catholic Church were 
wont in ancient days to fing the praifes of 
'' Chrifl our King," with the choicefl fpecimens 
of Hynms, which the compofitions of modern 
times afford. 

As all Ancient Hymns muft neceffarily be 
tranflations, the Editor defires to acknowledge 
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^rrfate- vii 

that he is chiefly indebted to " the Rev. J. 
Neale" and to "Catherine Winkworth/' for 
their admirable rendering of the Mediaeval and 
German Hymns refpedively, which are intro- 
duced into this work. In the following colleftion 
oi Hymns ^ Odes^ and Fragments of Sacred Poetry^ 
the Editor indulges himfelf in the hope that there 
will be found other Poems, fome of which have 
never before been feen in print, which are not 
imworthy of appearing in fuch facred companion- 
fhip as that of the feraphic Milton. And if it 
be lawful to make a feleftion, where all by their 
names may be confidered more or lefs worthy of 
approval, he would fpecify in particular the 
opening Hymn in the Lyra Sacra^ compofed 
more than four centuries before the Chriftian era 
by Eupolis, one of " Great Socrates' " pupils, fo 
remarkable as being the production of one who 
enjoyed not the advantage of a Revelation from 
on High, though evidently of that clafs of 
heathen fo forcibly defcribed by the Apoftle, as 
"feeking the Lord, if haply they might feel 
after Him, and find Him though he be not fer 
from every one of us ; " that thrilling Hymn of 
Mediaeval times, by Peter Damian, on " The 
Laft Day," fo awfully defcriptive of the Judg- 
ment to come ; the noble Morning Hymn before 
Sunrife, by Coleridge j the magnificent Hymn in, 
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viii preface. 

praife of God, by Derzhazen, a RufEan poet of 
no mean celebrity ; a tranflation of the 148th 
Pfalm, by Ogilvie, faid to have been compofed 
when only fixteen, and very fuperior to thofe 
verfions of the Pfalms which are fung in our 
Churches ; and laft but not leaft, a moft remark- 
able Ode on " The Burial of Mofes," by the 
wife of an Irifh clergyman, though publifhed, as 
it appears in this coUeftion, under initial letters, 
which, for the beauty of its compofition, is equal, 
while, for the loftinefs of its fubjeft, it is necef- 
farily fuperior, to the well-known and defervedly 
admired Ode on '' The death of Sir John 
Moore," which has been read and approved by 
all lovers of true Poetry wherever the Englifh 
tongue is known. ♦ 

As it will be feen in the prefent colleftion that 
there are a few other Odes^ befides the one 
alluded to above, which cannot be faid to belong 
to what is ufually termed " Sacred Poetry," the 
Editor wiflies to avow that his conftant aim and 
endeavour has been to introduce nothing but 
what may tend to raife the heart from Nature 
up to Nature's God. This bleffed tendency is 
fpecially manifeft in the works of fuch gentle 
fpirits as thofe of our own George Herbert and 
Reginald Heber, whofe fecond and therefore better 
nature feems unconfcioufly to refleft in their writ- 
ings that chief charafteriftic of Deity, which is 
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preface. ix 

fo fimply and efFeftually defcribed by the tender- 
hearted Difciple in this one brief fentence, '' God 
is Love." Such a fubjeft will naturally be found 
of frequent recurrence in the Lyra Sacra^ as 
the never-failing theme on which the difciple of 
Chrift in all ages has loved to tune his lyre, when 
feeking to pour forth ftrains fweet as the melody 
of Heaven itfelf. Plato's definition of this 
Divine Principle, that " it takes away one's 
living in himfelf and transfers it to the party 
loved 5 " is neceflarily true in the higheft degree 
with regard to our knowledge of Him, " whom 
having not feen we love ; in whom though now 
we fee Him not, yet believing, we rejoice with 
joy unfpeakable and fiill of glory." If this 
thought be confoling during our pilgrim ftate, 
that the faithful will take nothing with them into 
their everlafting home above, fave that "love 
which never faileth ; " how bleffed to fee its effeft 
in the daily intercourfe of life amidft all the trials 
and fbrrows with which we are profitably encom- 
paffed here, and to find it, as the faifttly Bifhop 
Wilfon of Sodor and Man has fo truly defcribed 
it, "fpeaking kindly, dealing tenderly, grieving 
not the hearts of the living, and treading foftly 
upon the graves of the dead ! " 

In conclufion, the Editor cannot omit to invite 
attention to a choice feleftion of Pfalms, which 
have been purpofely introduced into this coUedion 
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and particularly to that one, to which alluiion 
has been already made, of unfurpaffed grandeur 
and beauty, terminating with a chorus to the 
praife of Jehovah, in which the Pfalmift* invokes 
men and angels, fun, moon, and ftars, and all 
the elements : and calls upon them to join in one 
united Hallelujah to Him who hath made them 
all. Oh, what mighty power hath not poetry, 
when the heart and intellect combine to conftrain 
the foul into making known its wants unto God, 
and neceffarily in a for higher degree when 
directly infpired, like David, and the facred 
fingers of Ifrael, by God Himfelf ! To ufe the 
language of a diftinguifhed Poet of the prefent 
day : " In the clofing Pfalms of David we fee 
the almoft inarticulate enthufiafm of the lyric 
poet ; fo rapidly do the words prefs to his lips, 
floating upwards to God their fource, like the 
fmoke of a great fire of the foul, wafted by the 
tempeft. Here we fee David, or rather the 
human heart itfelf, with all its God-given notes of 
grief, joy, tears, and adoration — poetry fan£tified 
to its higheft expreflion ; a vafe of perfiime 
broken on the ftep of the Temple, and fliedding 

* Wc avoid naming David as the author of the 148th Pfalm. 
It has no title in the Hebrew ; and in the Syriac verfion it is 
attributed to Haggai and Zachariah. The LXX. and the Ethiopic 
fay the fame. As a hymn of praife, it is the moft fublime in the 
whole book. 
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preface. xi 

abroad its odours from the heart of David to the 
heart of all humanity ! Hebrew, Chriftian, or 
even Mohammedan, every religion, every com- 
plaint, every prayer has taken fomething from this 
vafe filed on the heights of Jerufalem, wherewith 
to give forth their accents. The little fiiepherd 
has become the Mafter of the facred choir of 
the Univerfe. There is not a'worfliip on earth 
which prays not with his words, or fmgs not 
with his voice. A chord of his harp is to be 
found in all choirs, refounding everywhere and 
for ever in unifon with the echoes of Horeb and 
Engedi ! David is the Pfalmift of Eternity. In 
the Book of Pfalms, there are words which feem 
to iffue from the foul of all ages, and which 
penetrate even to the heart of all generations. 
Happy the bard who has thus become the eternal 
hynm, the perfonified prayer and complaint of 
all humanity ! If we look back to that remote 
age when fuch fongs refounded over the world ; 
if we confider that while the lyric poetry of all 
the moft cultivated nations only fang of wine, 
love, blood, and the victories of the courfers at 
the Olympic games, we are feized with profound 
aftonifiiment at the myftic fongs of the Shepherd- 
king, who talks to God the Creator as one friend 
to another, who underftands and praifes His 
great works, admires His juftice, implores His 
mercy, and becomes as it were, an anticipative 
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xii preface. 

echo of all evangelical poetry, fpeaking in accents 
of trueft love, the foft words of our Mafter 
Chrift, before his coming into the world to die 
for fallen man."* 

B. W. S. 

Tattingstone Rectory : 
January, 1862. 



* Lamartine, Cours de Litteraturc. 
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ANCIENT HYMNS. 

It 

THE CREATOR. 

UTHOR of Being, Source of Light, 
With unfading beauties bright ; 
Fulnefs, Goodnefs, rolling round. 
Thy own fair orb without a bound ; 
Whether Thee, Thy fuppliants call. 

Truth, or Good, or One, or AU, 

EI*, or lAQf : Thee we hail, 

Eflence that can never fail. 



♦ The Grecian name EI, '* Thou art," infcribed on the 
Temple of Apollo at Delphi, is fuppofed to be taken from the 
Saite infcription ** I am,'* and correfponds with Exodus lii. 
14, meaning '< Unchangeable.*' 

•f lAfl was the *' Barbaric name,** for Jehovah, or Jao, as 
the Greeks wrote it, intimating His Unity, whence the PhcB- 
nician lETO, and from thence the Grecian ZETX 
B 
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Grecian or Barbaric name. 
Thy ftedfaft Being ftill the fame. 
Thee will I fmg, O Father, Jove, 
And teach the world to praife and love. 

And yet, a greater Hero far, 
(Unlefs great Socrates could err,) 
Shall rife to ble/s iomt future day. 
And teach to live, and teach to pray. 

Come, Unknown Instructor, come ! 
Our leaping hearts Ihall make Thee room ; 
Tbou with Jove our vows Jh alt Jhare, 
Of Jove and Thee we are the care. 

O Father, King, whofe Heavenly Face 
Shines ferene on all Thy race. 
We Thy magnificence adore. 
And Thy well-known aid implore. 
Nor vainly for Thy help we call, , 
Nor can we want, for Thou art all ! 

EupoLis, 5 th Cent. b.c. 



n. 

CHRIST. 

HEPHERD of tender youth ! 
Guiding, in love and truth. 
Through devious ways 5 
Chrift, our triumphant King, 
We love Thy name to fing ; 
And here our children bring 
To fliout Thy praife. 
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Thou art our only Lord ! 
The all-fubduing Word ! 

Healer of ftrife ! 
Thou didft Thyfelf abafe. 
That from fin's deep difgrace 
Thou mighteft fave our race 

And give us life. 



Thou art Wifdom's High Prieft, 
Thou haft prepared the feaft 

Of perfeft love — 
When racked with mortal pain. 
None calls on Thee in vain. 
Help Thou doft not difdain — 

Help from above. 



Ever be thus our Guide, 
Our Shepherd, and our Pride, 

Our ftaff and fong — 
Jesus ! Thou Chrift of God ! 
By Thy perennial Word, 
Lead us where Thou haft trod. 
Make our faith ftrong. 



So now, and till we die, 
Sound we Thy praifes high. 
And joyful fing ; 
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Babes and the gladfome throng 
Who to Thy Church belong. 
Unite to fwell the fong 

To Christ our King.* 

Clemens Alex. 



III. 
THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD. 



!r?4il 



AIL! gladd'ning Light, of His pure 
glory poured. 
Who is th* Immortal Father, Hea- 
venly, BJeft, 
Holieft of Holies — Jefus Chrift our 
Lord! 
Now are we come to the Sun's hour of reft. 
The lights of Evening round us fhine. 
We fing the Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft Divine ! 
Worthieft art Thou at all times to be fung 

With undefiled tongue. 
Son of our God, Giver of Life, alone ! 
Therefore, in all the world. Thy glories. Lord, 
we own.f 

St. Basil. 



* The above hymn, though found in the works of Clemens 
Alexandrinus, is believed to have been of earlier date than his 
time, and may have been the hymn which Pliny speaks of in 
his letter to the Emperor Trajan, a.d. 104, as being fling 
** Chrifto, quafi Deo, fecum invicem." 

-f" Hymn of the 2nd century, preferved by St Bafil, wde 
Routh^s Relif, Sacray iii. p. 299. 
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IV. 

GOD. 




HE great, augull. Immortal King, 
Th' Eternal Potentate, I fmg ! 
Let earth be lilent while I raife 
The voice of prayer, the note of 
praife. 

Hufhed be the moaning of the breeze ; 
The murmur of the waving trees : 
Be ftilled the foft, melodious note 
Of each aerial warbler's throat : 
Let tranquil-aether, tranquil air. 
Attend the hymn, attend the prayer ; 
And deep in ocean's charmed breaft. 
Let all the gathered waters reft ! 

Synesius. • 




v. 

LIFE. 

F veiled our eyes, their piercing light 
Can yet difcern fome glimmering 

light ; 
And Pilgrims wandering here below. 
With fome celeftial impulie glow. 
When fleeing this domain of life. 
They tread the pure and hallowed way 
Up to their Father's realm' of day. 

* A Platonift, converted to Chriftianity in the 3rd century. 
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How bleft the foul, which having fled 
The toils that o'er its path were fpread. 
At one light bound from matter iprings. 
And fecks its God on Rapture's wings ! 
How bleft is he, who, after all 
The ills and changes that befall. 
Hath trod the intelleftual way. 
And viewed where beams of glory play. 
The fount of light, the throne of day ! 
Let every wifh and thought afpire. 
On wings of love, on wings of fire ; 
And O may refolution nerve 
Thy breaft, untaught to yield or fwerve. 
Then will thy Heavenly Parent ftand. 
And proffer, with paternal hand. 
To lead thee*to a kindred band. 
An orb of fire will blaze before Thee, 
Reveal the fair aetherial plain. 
Where beauty firft began her reign. 
And light Thee to the realm of glory. 

Awake, my foul, and quaff thy fill. 
Drink freely of that fountain-rill, 
Whofe wave impregned with blefling flows. 
The Lethe of terreftrial woes — 
Bend lowly at thy Father's flirine. 
To earth the cares of earth refign. 
And riie to life and joy divine; 
To dwell in union with thy God ; perchance 
A God thyfelf to move in Heaven's eternal 
dance ! 

Synesius. 
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VI. 

CHRIST. 

EDEEMER of the Nations, come! 
Ranfom of earth, here make Thy 

home! 
Bright Sun, O dart Thy flame to 
earth. 
For fo Ihall God in Chrift have bhth ! 

Thou' comeft from Thy kingly Throne, 
O Son of God, the Virgin's Son ! 
Thou Hero of a two-fold race, 
Doft walk in might earth's darkeft place. 

Thou ftoopeft once to fuffer here. 
And rifefl o'er the ftarry fphere ; 
Hell's gates at Thy defcent were riven. 
Thy afcent is to higheft Heaven. 

One with the Father ! Prince of might ! 
O'er Nature's realm aflert Thy right. 
Our fickly bodies pine to know 
Thy heavenly ftrength. Thy living glow. 

How bright Thy lowly manger beams ! 
Down earth's dark vale its glory ftreams. 
The fplendour of thy natal night 
Shines through all Time in deathlefs light. 
St. Ambrose, 4th Cent. 
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VII. 

SLEEP. 

AKER of all, the Lord, 

And Ruler of the heiglit. 
Who, robing day in light, haft poured 

Soft flumbers o'er the night. 
That to our limbs the power 
Of toil may be renewed. 
And hearts be raifed that fink and cower. 
And forrows be fubdued. 

St. Ambrose. 





VIII. 

REDEMPTION. 

ING, my tongue, the glorious battle 
With completed victory rife. 
And above the Crofs's trophy 

Tell the triumph of the ftrife ; 
How the world's Redeemer cor 
quered. 
By furrendering of His life. 



God, His Maker, forely grieving 
That the firft-born Adam fell. 

When he ate the noxious apple 
Whofe reward was death and hell. 

Noted then this wood, the ruin 
Of the ancient wood to quell. 
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For the work of our Salvation 
Needs would have His order fo. 

And the multiform deceiver's 
Art by art would overthrow ; 

And from thence would bring the medicine 
Whence the venom of the foe. 

Wherefore, when the facred fulnefs 
Of the appointed time was come. 

This world's Maker left his Father, 
Left His bright and heavenly home. 

And proceeded, God Incarnate, 
From the Virgin's holy womb. 

Weeps the infant in the manger 
That in Bethlehem's liable ftands ; 

And His limbs the Virgin Mother 
Doth compofe in fwaddling bands. 

Meetly thus in linen folding 
Of her God the feet and hands. 

Thirty years among us dwelling. 

His appointed time fulfilled ; 
Given for this. He meets His Paffion, 

For that this He freely willed ; 
On the Crofs the Lamb is lifted. 

On whofe Death our hope we build. 

He endured the fhame and {pitting. 

Vinegar, and nails, and reed ; 
As His blefled fide is opened. 

Water thence and blood proceed. 
Earth, and iky, and flars, and ocean. 

By that flood are cleanfed indeed. 
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Faithful Crofs ! above all other 

One and only noble tree ! 
None in foliage, none in blofTom, 

None in fruit compares with Thee : 
Sweeteft wood, and fweeteft iron, 

Sweeteft weight fuftaining free. 

Bend thy boughs, O Tree of glory ! 

Thy relaxing finews bend ; 
For awhile the ancient rigour. 

That thy boughs, O Tree of Glory ! 
And the King of Heavenly Beauty 

On thy bofom gently tend. 

Thou alone was counted worthy 
This world's ranfom to uphold ; 

For a fhipwrecked world preparing 
Harbour, like the Ark of old ; 

With the Sacred Blood anointed 

From the wounded Lamb that rolled. 

Laud and honour to the Father, 

Laud and honour to the Son, 
Laud and honour to the Spirit, 

Ever Three and ever One : 
Confubftantial, Coetemal, 

While unending ages run. 

Venanthjs *, 6th Cent. 



* The aboye, which may be placed in the very firft clafs 
of Latin hymns, beginning **Pange, lingua, gloriofi,'* was 
compofed by Venandus Foitunatus, Bifhop of Pollers, during 
the time of Auguftine*s miffion to this country. 
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THE HOLY SPIRIT. 

OME, Holy Ghoft, our fouls inipire. 
And lighten with celeftial fire. 
Thou the Anointing Spirit art. 
Who doft Thy feven-fold gifts 
impart. 

Thy bleffed unftion from above 
Is comfort, life, and fire of love. 
Enable with perpetual light 
The dulneis of our blinded fight. 

Anoint and cheer our foiled face 
With the abundance of Thy grace ; 
Keep far our foes, give peace at home. 
Where Thou art Guide no ill can come. 

Teach us to Icnow the Father, Son, 
And Thee, of both, to be but One ; 
That through the ages all along 
This may be our endlefs fong : 

Praife to Thy eternal merit. 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit.* 

Gregory, 6th Cent. 

* This beautiful hymn, fo well known from its being in- 
troduced in the Ordination Service of the Church of England, 
has been frequently attributed to Charlemagne in the 8th 
century, but Mone, in his '< Colleton of Latin Hymns of the 
Middle Ages,'* more corredWy adjudges the authorihip to 
Gregory, commonly called "The Great.'* 
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X. 

THE HEAVENLY JERUSALEM. 




LESSED city. Heavenly Salem, 
Vifion dear of peace and love. 

Who, of living ftones upbuilded. 
Art the joy of Heaven above. 

And, with Angel cohorts tended. 
As a Bride to earth doft move. 



Coming new from higheft heaven. 

Ready for the nuptial bed. 
Decked with jewels, to His presence 

By her Lord (hall fhe be led : 
All her ftreets and all her bulwarks 

Of pure gold are fefhioned. 

Bright with pearls her portal glitters ; 

It is open evermore : 
And by virtue of their merits 

There each faithful foul may fbar 
Who, for Chrift's dear Name, in this world 

Pain and tribulation bore. 

Many a blow and biting fculpture 
Polifhed well thefe ftones eleft. 

In their places now compafted 
By the mighty Architeft ; 

Who therewith hath willed for ever 
That His palace ihould be decked. 
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Chrift is made the fure Foundation, 

And the Precious Corner- ftone: 
Who, the two-fold walls furmounting. 

Binds them clofely into one ; 
Holy Sion's acceptation. 

And her confidence alone. 

All that dedicated City, 

Dearly loved by God on high. 
In exultant jubilation 

Pours perpetual melody : 
God the One, and God the Trinal 

Lauding everlaftingly. 

To this temple, where we call Thee, 
Come, O Lord of Hofts, to-day ! 

With Thy wonted loving-kindnefs 
Hear Thy fervants as they pray : 

And Thy fulleft benedidion 
Shed within thefe walls for aye. 

Here let all Thy people merit 

That they fupplicate to gain : 
Here to have and hold for ever 

Thofe good things their prayers obtain : 
And hereafter, in Thy glory. 

With Thy blefTed ones to reign.* 

• • • • 8th Cent. 



♦ The authorihip of this grand hymn, beginning **Urb$ 
Beata lerufalem,*' is unknown. 
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XI. 

DEATH. 

N the midft of life, behold 
Death has girt us round ; 
Whom for help then fhall we pray? 
Where fhall grace be found ? 
In Thee, O Lord, alone ! 



We rue the evil we have done. 
That Thy wrath on us hath drawn. 

Holy Lord and God ! 

Strong and Holy God ! 
Merciful and Holy Saviour ! 

Eternal God ! 
Sink us not beneath 
Bitter pains of endlefs death ; 

Kyrie eleifon ! 

In the midft of death the jaws 

Of hell againft us gape. 
Who from peril dire as this 
Openeth us efcape ? 
'Tis Thou, O Lord, alone! 
Our bitter fuffering and our lin 
Pity from Thy mercy win. 
Holy Lord and God ! 
Strong and Holy God ! 
Merciful and Holy Saviour ! 
Eternal God ! 
Let us not defpair 
For the fire that bumeth there ; 
Kyrie eleifon ! 
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In the midft of hell, our fins 

Drive us to deipair ; 
Whither fhall we flee from them ? 
Where is refuge, where ? 
In Thee, Lord Chrift, alone ; 
For Thou haft (hed Thy precious blood. 
All our fins Thou makeft good. 
Holy Lord and God ! 
Strong and Holy God ! 
Merciful and Holy Saviour ! 
Eternal God ! 
Let us never fall 
From the true feith's hope for all ; 
Kyrie eleifon ! 

NoTKBR, A.D. 900. 



xn. 
GLORIOUS SALVATION. 



O the Name that brings Salvation, 
Honour, worfhip, laud we pay ; 

That for many a generation 

Hid in God's foreknowledge lay ; 

But to every tongue and nation 
Holy Church proclaims to-day. 



Name of gladnefs. Name of pleafiu^. 
By the tongue ineffable, « 
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Name of fweetnefs paffing meafure. 

To the ear delegable 
'Tis our fafeguard and our trcafure, 

*Tis our help 'gainft fin and hell. 



*Tis the Name for adoration, 
' Tis the Name of Victory ; 

*Tis the Name for meditation 
In the vale of mifery : 

'Tis the Name for veneration 
By the citizens on high. 



'Tis the Name that whofo preaches 

Finds it mufic in his ear : 
'Tis the Name that whofo teaches 

Finds more fweet than honey's cheer : 
Who its perfe6l wifdom reaches 

Makes his ghoftly viiion clear. 



'Tis the Name by right exalted 

Over every other name ; 
That when we are fore affaulted. 

Puts our enemies to fhame : 
Strength to them that elfe had halted. 

Ryes to blind, and feet to lame. 



jefu, we Thy name adoring. 
Long to fee Thee as Thou art ; 
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Of Thy clemency imploring 

So to write it in our heart. 
That, hereafter, upward foaring. 

We with Angels may have part.* 

• • • • 10th Cent. (?) 



HALLELUJAH. 

ALLELUJAH, fong of fweetnefs. 
Voice of joy, ccleftial lay. 

Hallelujah is the glory 
Of the choirs in heavenly day. 
Which the Angels iing abiding 



il 



In the houfe of God for aye. 

Hallelujah, joyful Mother 

OftheBleft,Jerufalem! 
Hallelujah is the anthem 

That full well befitteth them. 
While to fadnefs Babel's rivers 

Exiles on the earth condemn. 

Hallelujah, we deferve not 
Here to chant for evermore : 

Hallelujah, our tranigreHions 
Make us for a while give o'er : 

For the holy time is coming 
That would have us fin deplore. 

• A tranflation of a Latin hymn fung by the Germans. 
Date and author not known. 
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Wherefore fupplicate we, lauding 

Thee O Blefled Trinity, 
We at laft may keep our Eafter 

In Thy home beyond the iky. 
There to Thee our Hallelujah 

Singing everlaftingly. 

• • • • lothCent. 




XIV. 

PARADISE. 

HERE nor waxing moon nor waning. 
Sun nor ftars in courfes bright : 
For the Lamb to that glad city 

Shines an everlafting light : 
There the daylight beams for ever. 
All unknown are time and night. 

For the faints, in beauty beaming. 

Shine in light and glory pure ; 
Crown*d in triumph's flufhing honours, 

Joy in unifon fecure : 
And in fafety tell her battles. 

And their foe's difcomfiture. 

Freed from every ftain of evil. 
All their carnal wars are done ; 

For the flelh, made fpiritual. 
And the foul agree in one. 

Peace unbroken fpreads enjoyment. 
Sin and fcandal are unknown. 
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Here they live in endlefs being, 

Paffingnefs has pafled away ; 
Here they bloom, they thrive, they flourilh. 

For decayed is all decay : ; 
Lafting energy hath fwallowed 

Darkling Death's malignant fway. 

Though each one's refpe^Uve merit 
Hath its varying palm affigned. 

Love takes all as his pofTeffion, 

Where his power hath all combined : 

So that all that each poflefles 
All partake in unconfined. 

Christ, Thy foldiers' palm of honour. 

Unto this Thy city free 
Lead me, when my warfare's girdle 

I fhall caft away from me : 
A partaker of Thy bounty 

With Thy bleffed ones to be. 

Grant me vigour, while I labour 

In the ceafelefs battle prefTed, 
That Thou mayft, the conflift over. 

Grant me everlafting reft : 
And I may at length inherit 

Thee my portion ever bleft. 

Peter Damian*, nth Cent 



* 



« ^ ^I?''''* ^°^^' ^^''^ ^ P^'^^" *^^^« celebrated hymn 

^ De Gloria et Gaudiis Paradifi," by a true Chriftian, though 
a Roman Cardinal, and arc from Mr. Wackerbath^s admhable 
tran/lation of the fame. 
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XV. 

THE LAST DAY. 

WHAT terror in Thy forethought. 
Ending fcene of mortal life ! 

Heart is iickened, reins are loofcned. 
Thrills each nerve with terror rife. 

When the anxious heart depifteth 
All the anguifh of the ftrife! 



Who the Spedlacle can image — 
How tremendous ! — of that day 

When the course of life accomplifhed. 
From the trammels of her clay 

Writhes the foul to be delivered, 
Agonifed to pafs away. 

Senfe hath perifhed, tongue is rigid. 
Eyes are filming o'er in death. 

Palpitates the breaft, and hoarfely 
Gafps the rattling throat for breath : 

Limbs are torpid, lips are pallid. 
Breaking nature quivereth. 

All come round him! — cogitation. 
Habit, word, and deed are there ! 

All, though much and fore he ftruggle. 
Hover o'er him in the air : 

Turn he this way, turn he that way. 
On his inmoft foul they glare. 
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Confcience' felf her culprit tortures. 
Gnawing him with pangs unknown : 

For that now amendment's feafon 
Is for ever paft and gone ; 

And that late repentance findeth 
Pardon none for all its moan. 

Flefhly lufts of fancied fweetnefs 

Are converted into gall. 
When on brief and bitter pleasure 

iEverlafting dolours fall ; 
Then, what late appeared fo mighty. 

Oh ! how infinitely fmall ! 

Clirift, unconquered King of Glory ! 

Thou my wretched foul relieve 
In that moft extremeft terror 

When the body fhe mull leave : 
Let the Accufer of the Brethren 

O'er me then no power receive ! 

Let the Prince of Darknefs vanifh. 

And Gehenna's legions fly ! 
Shepherd, Thou Thy fheep, thus ranfomed. 

To Thy country lead on high ; 
Where for ever in fruition 

I may fee Thee eye to eye ! 

Peter Damian, nth Cent. 
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XVI. 

CHRIST. 

HEAD, fo full of bruifes. 

So full of pain and fcorn, 
'Midft other fore abufes. 

Mocked with a crown of thorn ! 
O head, ere now furrounded 
With brighteft majefty. 
In death now bowed and wounded ! 
Saluted be by me. 

Lord, what Thee tormented 
Was my fin's heavy load! 

1 had the debt augmented. 

Which Thou didft pay in blood : 
Here am I, bluihing iinner. 

On whom wrath ought to light ; 
O Thou, my health's beginner. 

Let Thy grace cheer my fight. 

I'll here with Thee continue, 

(Though poor, defpife me not), 
I'm one of Thy retinue 

As were I on the fpot. 
When, earning my eledion. 

Thy heart-ftrings broke in death 
With fhame and love's affe6lion, 

I'll watch my latefl breath. 

I give Thee thanb unfeigned, 
O Jefus ! Friend in need ! 
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For what Thy foul fuftained, 
When Thou for me didft bleed : 

Grant me to lean, unfhaken. 
Upon Thy faithfulnefs ; 

Until from hence I'm taken 
To fee Thee face to face. 

Lord, at my diifolution 

Do not from me depart ; 
Support, at the conclufion 

Of life my fainting heart ; 
And when I pine and languiih. 

Seized with death's agony. 
Oh, by Thy pain and anguifh. 

Set me at liberty ! * 

St. Bernard, 12th Cent. 



LIFE. 
RIEF life is here our portion. 
Brief sorrow, fhort-lived care ; 
The life that knows no ending. 
The tearlefs life is there. 



• The above is rather a tranflation of a tranflation, taken 
from one of Paul Gerhard's moft beautifijl German hymns, 
and which indeed is almoft too original to be properly termed 
a tranfladon. Paul Gerhard is suppofed to be a lineal de- 
fcendant of Gerhard, the brother of the great St "Bernard, 
whofe love and afFedtion are fo glowingly defcribed in that 
wonderful fermon preached by the Abbot of Clairvaux on 
his brother^s deceafe. 
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O happy retribution. 

Short toil, eternal reft ! 
For mortals and for finners 

A manfion with the blcft ; — 

That we fhould look, poor wanderers. 
To have our home on high ! 

That worms fhould leek for dwellings 
Beyond the.ftarry iky ! 

And now we fight the battle. 
And then we wear the crown 

Of full, and everlafting. 
And paffionlefs renown. 

Then glory yet unheard of 
Shall fhed abroad its ray, 

Refblving all enigmas, — 
An endlels Sabbath day. 

Then, then, from his oppreflbrs. 
The Hebrew fhall go free. 

And celebrate in triumph 
The year of Jubilee. 

And the fun-lit land that recks not 

Of tempeft or of fight. 
Shall fold within its bofom 

Each happy Ifraelite. 

Midft power that knows no limit. 
And wildom free from bound. 

The beatific vifion 

Shall glad the faints around. 
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And peace, for war is needleis. 
And reft, for storm is paft. 

And goal from finifhed labour. 
And anchorage at laft. 

There God my King and portion. 

In fulnefs of His grace. 
Shall we behold for ever. 

And worfhip fece to face. 

There Jacob unto Ifrael, 
From earthlier felf eftranged. 

And Leah unto Rachel 
For ever fhall be changed. 

There all the halls of Sion 
For aye fhall be complete ; 

And in the land of Beauty 
All things of beauty meet. 

To thee, O much loved country ! 

Mine eyes their vigils keep ; 
For very love beholding 

Thy happy name, they weep. 

The mention of Thy glory 
Is un6lion to the breaft. 

And medicine in ficknefs. 
And love, and life, and reft. 

O one, O only manfton ! 

O Paradife of joy. 
Where tears are ever*banifhed. 

And fmiles have no alloy. 
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Beiide thy living waters 

All plants are^ great and finall ; 

The cedar of the foreft 
The hyflbp of the wall. 

With jafpers glow thy bulwarb. 
Thy flreets with emeralds blaze ; 

The fardius and the topaz 
Unite in thee their rays. 

Thy agelefs walls are bounded 
With amcthyft unpriced ; 

Thy Saints build up its fobric. 
And the Comer-ftone is Christ. 

Thou haft no fhore, fair Ocean ! 

Thou haft no time, bright day ! 
Dear fountain of refrcfhment 

To pilgrims far away ! 

Upon the Rock of Ages 
They raife thy holy tower ; 

Thine is the vigor's laurel. 
And thine the golden dower. 

Thou feel'ft in myftic rapture, 
O Bride that know'ft no guile ; 

The Prince's fwceteft kifles. 
The Prince's lovelieft fmile. 

Unfading lilies, bracelets 
Of living pearl, thine own ; 

The Lamb is ever near Thee, 
The Bridegroom thine alone. 
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And all thine endlefs leifure 

In fweeteft accents fings 
The ills that were thy merit. 

The joys that are thy King's. 

Jerufalem the golden ! 

With milk and honey blcft. 
Beneath thy contemplation 

Sink heart and voice oppreft. 

I know not, oh, I know not 

What focial joys are there ; * 

What radiancy of glory. 

What light beyond compare. 

And when I fain would fing them, 

My fpirit fails and faints ; 
And vainly would it image 

The aiTembly of the faints. 

They ftand, thofe halls of Sion, 

Conjubilant with fong. 
And bright with many an angel. 

And many a martyr throng 5 

The Prince is ever in them. 

The light is aye ferene ; 
The paftures of the bleffed 

Are decked in glorious fheen. 

There is the throne of David, 

And there, from toil releafed. 
The fhout of them that triumph. 

The fong of them that feaft. 
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And they beneath their Leader, 

Who conquered in the fight. 
For ever and for ever 

Are clad in robes of white. 

Jerufalem the glorious ! 

The joy of the eledl, 
O dear and future vifion 

That eager hearts expeft. 

Ev*n now by fiiith I fee thee, 

Ev'n here thy walls difcem ; 
To thee my thoughts are kindled. 

And drive, and pant, and yearn. 

Jerufalem the only 

That look'ft from Heav'n below. 
For thee is all my glory. 

In me is all my woe. 

And though my body may not. 

My Ipirit feeks thee fain ; 
Till flefh and earth return me 

To earth and flefh again. 

O land that feeft no forrow ! 

O ftate that fear'ft no ftrife ! 
O princely bowers ! O land of flowers ! 

O realm and home of life ! * 

Bernard, 12th Cent. 

* Thcfe very beautiful lines form a portion of a lengthy 
poem ** On the Contempt of the World,** by Bernard of 
Cluny, the contemporary of his more illuftrious namefake, 
better known as St Bernard, one of whofe hymns will be 
found in this collection. 
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xvra, 
HEAVEN. 



IGH the angel choirs are railing 
Heart and voice in harmony j 
The Creator King ftill praifing. 
Whom in beauty there they fee. 
Sweeteftftrains, from fbft harps Healing; 

Trumpets, notes of triumph pealing ; 

Radiant wings and white Holes gleaming. 

Up the fteps of glory ftreaming ; 

Where the heavenly bells are ringing. 

Holy, holy, holy ! finging 

To the mighty Trinity I 

Holy, holy, holy ! crying ; 

For all earthly care and fighing 
In that city ceafe to be ! 

Every voice is there harmonious, 
Praifing God in hymns fymphonious; 
Love each heart with light enfolding. 
As they ftand in peace beholding 

There the Triune Deity, 
Whom adore the Seraphim, 

Aye, with love eternal burning ; 
Venerate the Cherubim, 

To their fount of honour turning; 

Whilft angelic thrones adoring. 
Gaze upon his Majefty. 
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Oh, how beautiful that region. 
And how fair that heavenly legion. 

Where thus men and angels blend .' 
Glorious will that city be. 
Full of deep tranquillity. 

Light and peace from end to end ! 
All the happy dwellers there 

Shine in robes of purity ; 

Keep the law of charity. 

Bound in firmed unity ; 
Labour finds them not, nor care. 

Ignorance can ne'er perplex. 

Nothing tempt them, nothing vex ; 

Joy and health their fadelefs bleffing 

Always all things good pofTeffng. 

Thomas a Kbmpis, 14th Cent. 



XIX. 

THE LAST DAY. 

REAT God, what do I fee and hear !^ 
The end of things created ! 

The judge of mankind doth appear 
On clouds of glory feated ! 

'The trumpet founds, the graves rellore 




The dead, which they contained before ; 
Prepare, my foul, to meet Him. 

" The dead in Chrift fhall firft arife," 
At the laft trumpet's founding ! 
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Caught up to meet Him in the fkies. 
With joy their Lord furrounding : 

No gloomy fears their fouls difmay; 

His prefence fheds eternal day 
On thofe prepared to meet Him. 

Far over fpace to diftant fpheres 

The lightnings are prevailing ; 
The ungodly rife, and all their tears 

And cries are unavailing : 
The day of grace is pafl and gone ; 
Trembling they fland before the throne. 

All unprepared to meet Him. 

Stay, Fancy, flay, and clofe thy wings ; 

Reprefs thy flight too daring ; 
One wondrous fight my comfort brings. 

The Judge my nature wearing ; 
Beneath His crofs I view the day 
When Heaven and Earth fhall pafs away. 

And thus prepare to meet Him. 

Martin Luther, i6th Cent. 
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XX. 

THE HOLY SPIRIT. 

OME, Holy Spirit, God and Lord, 
Be all Thy graces now outpour'd 
On the believer's mind and foul. 
And touch our hearts with living coal. 
Thy light this day fhone forth fo clear. 
All tongues and nations gathered near. 
To learn that faith, for which we bring 
Glad praife to Thee, and loudly ling. 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah. 

Thou Strong Defence, Thou Holy Light, 
Teach us to know our God aright, 
And call Him Father from the heart : 
The word of life and truth impart. 
That we may love not dodlrines ftrange. 
Nor e'er to other teachers range. 
But Jefus for our Mafter own. 
And put our truft in Him alone. 

HaUelujah, Hallelujah! 

Thou facred ardour, comfort fweet. 
Help us to wait with ready feet 
And willing heart at Thy command. 
Nor trial fright us from Thy band. 
Lord, make us ready with Thy powers. 
Strengthen the flefh in weaker hours. 
That as good warriors we may force 
Through life and death to Thee our courfe. 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah! 

Martin LtJTHBR. 1524. 



Digitized by 



Google 



f^eabenlg IBLobe. 33 



XXI. 

HEAVENLY LOVE. 




OVE! lift me up upon thy golden wings 
From this bafe world unto thy 
heaven's height. 
Where I may fee thofe admirable 
things 
Which there thou workeft by thy fovereign 

might. 
Far above feeble reach of earthly fight. 
That I there of an heavenly hymn may fing 
Unto the God of Love, high heaven's King. 

Before this world's great frame, in which all things 
Are now contained, found any being place. 

Ere flitting time could wag his eyas wings 

About that mighty bound which doth embrace 
The rolling fpheres, and parts their hours by 
fpacc. 

That high Eternal power, which now doth move 

In all theie things, moved in itfelf by love. — 

Yet, O moft blefled Spirit ! pure lamp of light. 
Eternal ipring of grace and wildom true, 

Vouchfafe to fhed into my barren fprite 
Some little drop of thy celelHal dew, 

D 
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That may my rhymes with fweet infiife im- 
brue. 
And give me words equal unto my thought. 
To tell the marvels by thy mercy wrought. — 

O blefTed well of love ! O flower of grace ! 

O glorious morning flar ! O lamp of light! 
Moft lively image of thy Other's fece. 

Eternal king of glory. Lord of Might, 
Meek Lamb of God, before all worlds bclight. 
If ow can we requite for all this good ? 
Or what can prize that thy moft precious Hood? 

With all thy heart, with all thy foul and mind. 

Thou muft him love, and his behefts embrace. 

All other loves with which the world doth blind 
Weak Bmcies, and ftir up affb^ons bafe. 
Thou muft renounce, and utterly difplace. 

And give thyfelf unto Him full and free. 

That full and freely gave Himfelf to thee. 

Then (halt thou feel thy fpirit fo po^fled. 
And raviihed with devouring great defire 

Of His dear felf, that fliall thy feeble breaft 
Inflame with love, and let thee all on Are 
With burning zeal through every part entire. 

That in no earthly thing thou (halt delight. 

But in His fweet and amiable fight. 

Thenceforth all world's defire will in thee die. 

And all earth's glory on which men do 
Seem duft and drois in thy pure-fighted eye. 
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Compared to that celeftial beauty's blaze, 
Whoie glorious beams all flefhly fenie doth daze 
With admiration of their paffing light. 
Blinding the eyes and lumining the fprite. 

Then fliall thy ravifhed foul infpired be, 

With heavenly thoughts, far above human 
Hdllj 

And thy bright radiant eyes fhall plainly fee 
Th* idea of Hb pure glory prefent ftill 
Before thy face, that all thy fpirit fhall fill 

With fweet enragement of celeftial love^ 

Kindled through light of thofe fair things above. 

Edmund Spensir, 1560. 



xxn. 

JOYS OP THE REDEEMED. 

BOUT the holy city rolls a flood 

Of molten cryflal, like a fea of glais. 
On which weak ftream a ftrong found- 
ation flood : 
Of living diamonds the building was. 
That all things elfe, belides itfelf did pafs. 
Her ftreets, infbad of ftones, the ftars did ptve. 
And little pearls for dufl it feemed to have. 
On which foft fbeaming manna like pure fnow 
did wave. 




,y Google 



36 2J0B» of tSe laeKemefi. 

In midft of this city celeftial. 

Where the eternal Temple fhould have rofe. 
Lightened the Idea Beatifical, 

End and beginning of each thing that grows ; 

Whofe (elf no end nor yet beginning knows. 
That hath no eyes to fee, nor ears to hear. 
Yet fees and hears, and is all eye, all ear. 
That nowhere is contained, and yet is everywhere. 

Changer of all things, yet immutable ; 
Before and after all, the firft and laft ; 

That moving all, is yet immoveable ; 

Great without quantity ; in whofe forecaft 
Things paft are prefent, things to come are paft ; 

Swift without motion, to whofe open eye 

The hearts of wicked men unbreafted lie ; 

At once abfent and prefent to them for and nigh. 

It is no flaming luftre, made of light. 

No fweet confent, or well-tuned harmony; 
Ambrofia, for to feaft the appetite. 
Or flowery odour mixed with fpicery. 
No fbft embrace, or pleafure bodily ; 
And yet it is a kind of inward feaft, 
A harmony that founds within the breaft. 
An odour, light, embrace, in which the foul doth 
reft. 

A heavenly feaft no longer can confume ; 

A light unfeen, yet fhines in every place ; 
A found no time can fteal ; a fweet perfume 

No winds can fcatter ; an entire embrace 

That no fatiety can e'er unlace; 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



CContenttnettt. 37 



Ingraced into fo high a fevour there. 

The faults with their beaupeers whole worlds 

outwear. 
And things unfeen do fee, and things unheard do 

hear. 

Ye blefled fouls, grown richer by your fpoil. 
Whole lofs, though great, is caufe of greater 
gains. 
Here may your weary fpirits reft from toil. 
Spending your endlefs evening that remains 
Among thole white flocks and celeftial trains 
That feed upon their Shepherd's eyes, and frame 
That heavenly mulic of fo wondrous fame, 
Plalming aloud the holy honours of His Name ! 

Giles Fletcher, 1610. 



XXIII. 

CONTENTMENT. 

E thou content ; be ftill before 

His face, at whole right hand doth 

reign 
Fulnefs of joy for evermore. 
Without whom all thy toil is vain. 
He is thy living fpring, thy fun, whofe rays 
Make glad with life and light thy dreary days. 

Be thou contenL 

D3 
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In Him is comfort, light, and grace. 

And changelefs love beyond our thought ; 

The ibreft pang, the worft dilgrace. 
If He is there, ihall harm thee not. 

He can lift off thy crofi, and loofe thy bands. 

And calm thy fears, nay, death is in His hands. 

Be thou content. 

Or art thou friendleis and alone, 

Hiaft none in whom thou canfl confide ? 

God careth for thee, lonely one. 
Comfort and help He will provide. 

He fees thy forrows and thy hidden grief. 

He knoweth when to fend thee quick relief. 

Be thou content. 

Thy heart's unlpoken pain He knows. 

Thy feeret lighs He hears full well ; 
What to none elfe thou dar*ft difclofe, 

To Him thou may'ft with boldnefs tell. 
He is not fer away, but ever nigh. 
And anfwereth willingly the poor man's cry. 

Be thou content. 



We knoyv for us a reft remains. 

When God will give us fweet releafe 

From earth and all our mortal chains, 
And turn our fufierings into peace. 

Sooner or later death will furely come. 
To end our forrows and to take us home : 
Be thou content. 
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Home to the chofen ones, who here 
Served the Lord feithfully and well. 

Who died in peace without a fear. 
And there in peace for ever dwcU ; 

The Everlafting is their joy and ftay ; 

The Eternal Word Hhnfelf to them doth fay. 

Be thou content. 



Paw. Gerhart, 1670. 





I 



XXIV. 

GOD THE SON. 

ESUS, Thy boundlefs love to me. 

No thought can reach, no tongue 
declare ; 
O knit my thankful heart to Thee, 
And reign without a rival there : 



Thine wholly. Thine alone, I am ; 
Be Thou alone my conflant flame ! 



O grant that nothing in my foul 

May dwell but Thy pure love alone : 

O may Thy love poflefs me whole. 
My joy, my treafure, and my crown ; 

Strange flames far from my heart remove — 

May every adl, word, thought, be Love ! 

D4 
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O Love, how cheering is thy ray ! 

All pain before thy prefence flies ; 
Care, anguifli, fbrrow melt away. 

Where'er thy healing beams arife : 
O Jefu, nothing may I fee. 
Nothing defire, or feek, but Thee ! 

Still let Thy love point out my way ! 

What wondrous thingsThy love hath wrought ! 
Still lead me, left I go aftray ; 

Direft my word, infpire my thought ; 
And if I fall, foon may I hear 
Thy voice, and know that love is near. 

In fuffering, be Thy love my peace ; 

In weaknefs, be Thy love my power ; 
And when the ftorms of life fliall ceafe, 

Jefus, in that important hour. 
In death, as life, be Thou my guide. 
And fave me, who for me haft died. 

Paul Gerhart. 



,y Google 



(fffitfet 41 



XXV. 

CHRIST. 




ELL for him who all things lofingy 
E'en himfelf doth count as nought. 
Still the one thing needful choofing 
That with all true blifs is fraught ! 



Well for him who nothing knoweth 
But his God, whofe boundlefs love 

Makes the heart wherein it gloweth. 
Calm and pure as faints above ! 

Well for him who all forfaking, 
Walketh not in fhadows vain. 

But the path of peace is taking 

Through this vale of tears and pain ! 

Oh that we our hearts might fever 
From earth's tempting vanities. 

Fixing them on Him for ever. 
In whom all our flilnefs lies ! 

Oh that we might Him difcover. 

Whom with longing love we've fought. 

Joining us to Him for ever. 

For without Him all is nought ! 
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Thou abyfs of love and goodnefs. 
Draw us by Thy crofs to Thee, 

That our fenfcs, foul and fpirit. 
Ever one with Chrift may be ! 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 17th Cent. 




3CXVI. 

ETERNITY- 

TERNITY, Eternity ! 

How long art thou. Eternity ! 
A circle infinite art thou. 
Thy centre an eternal Now, 
Never, we name thy outer bound. 
For never end therein is founds 
Ponder, O man. Eternity t 



Eternity ! Eternity !. 
How long art thou> Eternity t 
A little bird with fretting beak 
Might wear to nought the loftiefl peak. 
Though but each thoufand years it came ; 
Yet thou wert then, as now, the fame. 
Ponder, O man. Eternity ! 

Eternity ! Eternity ! 
How long art thou. Eternity ! 



,y Google 



«|tenift8. 43 

They who lived poor and naked reft 
With God, for ever rich and bleft. 
And love and praife the higheft good. 
In perfeA blifs and gladfome mood. 
Ponder, O man. Eternity ! 

Eternity ! Eternity ! 
How long art thou. Eternity ! 
Lo, I, Eternity, warn thee, 
O Man, that oft thou think on me. 
The finner's puniftiment and pain ; 
To them who love their God, rich gain ! 
Ponder, O Man, Eternity ! 
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OUR TIMES. PSALM XXXI, 15. 

ATHER, I know that all my life 
Is portioned out for me. 
And the changes that are fure to come, 

I do not fear to fee ; 
But I afk Thee for a prefent mind 
Intent on plealing Thee. 




I afk Thee for a thoughtful love. 
Through confbmt watching wife. 

To meet the glad with joyRil fmiles. 
And to wipe the weeping cyts ; 

And a heart at leifure from itfelfi 
To foothe and fympathife. 

I would not have the refllefs will 

That hurries to and fro. 
Seeking for fome great thing to do. 

Or fecret thing to know ; 
I would be treated as a child. 

And guided where I go. 
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Wherever in the world I am. 

In whatfoe'er eftate, 
I have a fellowfhip with hearts 

To keep and cultivate ; 
And a work of lowly love to do 

For the Lord on whom I wait 

So I afk Thee for the daily ftrength. 

To none that afk denied. 
And a mind to blend with outward life 

While keeping at Thy fide; 
Content to fill a little fpace. 

If Thou be glorified. 

And if fbme things I do not afk 

In my cup of bleffing be, 
I would have my fpirit filled the more 

With grateful love to Thee. 
More careful not to ferve Thee much. 

But to pleafe Thee perfedUy. 

There are briers befetting every path. 

That call for patient care ; 
There is a crofs in every lot. 

And an earnefl need for prayer ; 
But a lowly heart that leans on Thee 

Is happy anywhere. 

In a fervice which Thy will appoints. 

There are no bonds for me ; 
For my inmofl heart is taught "the truth" 

That makes Thy children '* free ; " 
And a life of felf-renouncing love 

Is a life, of liberty. 

Anna L. Waring. 
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n. 

PSALM xxm. 

HE Lord my pafture fhall prepare^ 
And feed me with a ihepherd's care; 
His prefence fhall my wants flipply^ 
And goard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noon-day walks he fhall attend^ 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the fultry glebe I fwnt. 
Or on the thirfly mountain pant. 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wandering fteps he leads^ 
Where peaceful rivers, fbft and flow. 
Amid the verdant landfcapes flow. 

Tho* in the paths of death I tread. 
With gloomy horrors overfpread. 
My fledfafl heart fhall fear no ill, 
For Thou, O Lord, art with me ftill ; 
Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid. 
And guide me through the dreadful fhade. 

Tho' in a bare and rugged way. 
Thro* devious lonely wilds I flray. 
Thy bounty fhall my pains beguile ; 
The barren wildemefs fhall fmile. 
With fudden greens and herbage crown'd. 
And flreams fhall murmur all around. 

Addison. 
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III. 

PSALM XLVI. 




OD is our refuge, our ftrong tower, 
Secur'd by His almighty power. 
When dangers threatened to devour. 



Thus armed, no fears fhall chill our 
blood, 
Though earth no longer ftedfaft flood. 
And fhook our hills into the flood. 

Although the troubled ocean rife. 

In foaming, billows to the fkies. 

And mountains fhake with horrid noife ; 

Clear flrcams purl from a cryflal fpring 
Which gladnefs to God's city bring. 
The manfion of the Eternal King. 

He in her centre takes His place. 
What foe can her feir tower deface, 
Prote£led by His early r grace ? 

Tumultuary nations rofe. 

And armed troops our walls inclofe. 

And His feared voke unnerved oujr foes. 



,y Google 



48 ^alm xVol 



Come, fee the wonders He hath wrought. 
Who hath to defolation brought 
Thofe kingdoms which our ruin fought. 

He makes deftruftive wars to ceafe. 
The earth deflowered of her increafe, 
Reftores with univerfal peace. 

He breaks their bows, unarms their quivers. 
The bloody fpear in pieces fhivers. 
Their chariots to the flame delivers. 

Forbear and know that I, the Lord, 
Will by all nations be adored; 
Praife with unanimous accord. 

The Lord of Hofts is on our fide ; 

The God by Jacob magnified ; 

Our ftrength on whom we have relied. 

George Sandys, 1599. 




IV. 

PSALM XLVI. 

OD is our refuge in diflrefs. 
Our fafeguard in the wildemefs. 
Our fhelter from the florm ; 
Though winds and waves a confli^ 
make. 



Though earth's foundations reel and fhake. 
We need not feel alarm. 
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A peacefiil river foftly flows 

In tranquil ftreams to gladden thofe 

Who put their truft in God ; 
Within His holy place they feel 
The comfort of His prefence ftill 

While oceans roll abroad. 

What though the heathen madly rage. 
And kingdoms in fierce war engage. 

When God fends forth His voice ; 
He makes the glittering fpear to bend. 
Sends peace to earth's remoteft end. 

And bids the world rejoice. 

Be ftill and know that He is God, 
He rules the earth with iron rod. 

And fits enthroned above; 
He dwells with thofe who own his name. 
The God of Jacob ftill the fame — 

The God of peace and love. 



PSALM LXXII. 

AIL to the Lord's Anointed, 
Great David's greater Son ! 
Hail ! in the time appointed. 
His reign on earth begun ! 
He comes to break oppreflion. 
To fet the captive free. 
To take away tranfgreflion. 
And reign in equity. 
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He comes with fuccour fpeedy 

To thofe who fufier wrong ; 
To help the poor and needy. 

And bid the weak be ftrong ? 
To give them fbngs for fighing. 

Their darknefs turn to light ; 
Whofe fouls in mifery dying. 

Were precious in His fight. 

By fuch fhall He be feared. 

While fun and moon endure. 
Beloved, adored, revered. 

For He fhall judge the poor. 
Through changing generations. 

With juflice, mercy, truth. 
While ftars maintain their ftations. 

And moons renew their youth. 

He fhall come down like fhowers 

Upon the fruitful earth. 
And joy and hope like flowers 

Spring in his path to birth ; 
Before him, on the mountains. 

Shall Peace, the herald go. 
And righteoufnefs, in fountains. 

From hill to valley flow. 

Arabia's delert ranger 

To Him fhall bow the knee ; 
The Ethiopian fb-anger 

His glory come to fee : 
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With offerings of devotion. 
Ships from the ifles fhall meet 

To pour the wealth of ocean 
In tribute at His feet. 

Kings fhall M down before Him, 

And gold and incenfe bring ; 
All nations fhall adore him. 

His praife all people fing : 
For He fhall have dominion 

O'er river, fea, and fhore ; 
Far as the eagle's pinion. 

Or dove's light wing can foar. 

For Him fhall prayer unceafing. 

And daily vows afcend ; 
His kingdom flill increafing, 

A kingdom without end: 
The mountain-dews fhall nourifh 

A feed in weaknefs fown, 
Whofe fruit fhall fpread and flourifh. 

And fhake like Lebanon. 

O'er every foe viftorious. 

He on His throne fhall refl. 
From age to age more glorious, 

AU-blefSng and all-blefl : 
The tide of time fhall never 

His covenant remove ; 
His name fhall fland for ever. 

His name — what is it ? — ^Love. 

James Montgomery. 
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VI. 

PSALM CXXII. 

HAT joy, while thus I view the day. 
That warns my thirfting foul away. 
What tranfports fill my breaft ! 
For lo I my great Redeemer's power 
Unfolds the everlafting door. 
And leads me to His Reft. 



The feftal mom, my God, is come. 
That calls me to the hallowed dome. 

Thy prefence to adore ; ' 
My feet the fummons fhall attend. 
With willing fteps thy courts alcend. 

And tread th' ethereal floor. 

E'en now to my expelling eyes 

The heaven-built towers of Salem rife ; 

E'en now, with glad furvey, 
I view her manfions that contain 
Th' angelic forms, an awful train. 

And fhine with cloudlefs day. 

Hither, from earth's remoteft end, 
Lo, the redeemed of God afcend. 

Their tribute hither bring : 
Here, crowned with everlafting joy. 
In hymns of praife their tongues employ. 

And hail the Immortal King : 
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Great Salem's King, who bids each Hate 
On her decrees dependent wait ; 

In her, ere time begun. 
High on eternal bafe upreared. 
His hands the regal feat prepared 
For Jefle's favoured Son. 

Mother of cities ! o'er thy head 
; See peace, with healing wings outfpread. 

Delighted fix her flay. 
How blefl, who calls himfelf thy friend ! 
Succefs his labours fhall attend. 

And fafety guard his way. 

Thy walls, remote from hoftile fear. 
Nor the loud voice of tumult hear. 

Nor war's wild wafles deplore ; 
There fmiling plenty takes her fland, 
( And in thy courts with lavifh hand 

Has poured forth all her flore. 

Let me, blefl feat, my name behold 
Among thy citizens enroll'd. 

In thee for ever dwell. 
Let Charity my fleps attend. 
My fble companion and my friend ! 

And Faith and Hope farewell ! * 

ZUINGER. 

* Mr. Merrick's traniladon of the Latin verfes of Zuinger, 
and found in Melchior Adamus' work, ** Vitae Germanorum 
Medicorum." 
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vn. 
PSALM CXLVm. 

I. 
EGIN, my foul, th* exalted lay. 
Let each enraptured thought obey. 
And praife th* Almighty's name. 
Lo! heaven and earth, and ieas and fkies 
In one melodious concert rife. 
To fwell th' infpu-ing theme. 



u. 
Ye fields of light, celeftial plains. 
Where gay tranfporting beauty reigns. 

Ye fcenes divinely fair. 
Your Maker's w^ondrous pov^er proclaim ; 
Tell how He formed your ihining frame. 

And breathed the fluid air. 

III. 
Ye angels, catch the thrilling found ; 
While all th' adoring thrones around 

His boundleis mercy iing ; 
Let ev'ry liftening faint above 
Wake all the tunefvd foul of love, 

And touch the {weeteft firing. 

IV. 

Join, ye loud fpheres, the vocal choir ; 
Thou, dazzling orb of liquid fire. 
The mighty chorus aid ; 
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Soon as grey ev'ning gilds the plain^ 
Thou, moon, protraft the melting ftrain. 
And praiie Him in the fhade. 



Thou, heav*n of heav*ns, Hb vaft abode; 
Ye clouds, proclaim your forming God, 

Who called yon worlds from night : 
" Ye fhades, difpel !" th' Eternal faid ; 
At once th^ involving darkneis fled. 

And nature fprung to light. 

VI. 

Whatever a blooming vrorld contains. 
That wings the air, that ikims the plains. 

United praife beftow. 
Ye dragons, found His awful name 
To heav*n aloud ; and roar acclaim. 

Ye fwelling deeps below. 

VII. 

Let ev*ry element rejoice : 

Ye thunders, burft with awfid voice 

To Him who bids you roll : 
His praife in fofter notes declare. 
Each whifpering breeze of yielding air. 

And breathe it to the foul. 



To Him, ye graceful cedars, bow ; 
Ye towering mountains, bending low. 
Your great Creator own ; 
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Tell, when affrighted nature fhook. 
How Sinai kindled at His look, 
And trembled at His frown. 

IX. 

Ye flocks, that haunt the humble vale. 
Ye infeds, fluttering on the gale. 

In mutual concourfe rife ; 
Crop the gay rofe's vermeil bloom. 
And waft its fpoils, a fweet perfume. 

In incenfe to the fkies. 

X. 

Wake, all ye mountain tribes, and iing ; 
Ye plumy warblers of the ipring. 

Harmonious anthems raife 
To Him who ftiaped your finer mould. 
Who tipped your glittering wings with gold. 

And tuned your voice to praife. 



Let man, by nobler paffion fwayed. 
The feeling heart, the judging head. 

In heavenly praife employ ; 
Spread His tremendous name around. 
Till heaven's broad arch brings back the found. 

The gen'ral buril of joy. 

XII. 

Ye, whom the charms of grandeur pleafe, 
Nurf 'd on the downy lap of eafe. 
Fall proftrate at His throne ; 
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Ye princes, rulers, all adore ; 
Praife Him, ye kings, who makes your power 
An image of His own. 

XIII. 

Ye fair, by nature formed to move, 
O praife th' eternal fburce of love 

With youth's enlivening fire ; 
Let age take up the tuneful lay. 
Sigh His bleffed name — then foar away. 

And aik an angel's lyre. 

Ogilvie. 
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I. 

GOD THE FATHER. 

OD moves in a myfterious way 
His wonders to perform ; 

He plants his footfleps in the fea. 
And rides upon the ftorm. 



Deep in imfathomable mines 

Of never-failing fkill. 
He treafures up His deep deligns. 

And works His Sovereign will. 

Ye fearful faints, frefh courage take. 
The clouds ye fo much dread 

Are big with mercy, and fhall break 
In bleflings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble fenfe. 
But truft Him for His grace : 

Behind a frowning Providence 
He hides a fmiling face. 
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His purpofes will ripen fiift. 

Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter tafte. 

But fweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is fiire to err. 

And fcan His works in vain : 
God is His own interpreter. 

And He will make it plain. 

COWPER. 



II. 
GOD THE FATHER. 

OD of my life, to Thee I call ; 
Affiled, at Thy feet I fell ; 
When the great water-floods prevail. 
Leave not my trembling heart to feil ! 



Friend of the friendlefs and the faint ! 
Where ftiall I lodge my deep complaint ? 
Where but with Thee, whole open door 
Invites the helplefs and the poor ? 

Did ever mourner plead with Thee, 
And Thou refiife that mourner's plea ? 
Does not the word fiill fixed remain. 
That none fhall feek Thy face in vain ? 
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That were a grief I could not bear, 
Didft Thou not hear and anfwer prayer ; 
But a prayer-hearing, anfwering God 
Supports me under every load. 

Fair is the lot that's caft for me, 
I have an advocate with Thee ; 
They, whom the world carefles moft. 
Have no fuch privilege to boaft. 

Poor though I am, defpifed, forgot. 
Yet God, my God, forgets me not ; 
And he is fafe, and muft fucceed. 
For whom the Lord vouchiafes to plead. 

COWPER, 



III. 
GOD THE FATHER. 

TERNAL Power ! whofe high abode 
Becomes the grandeur of a God, 
Infinite lengths beyond the bounds 
Where ftars revolve their little rounds. 



Thee, while the firft archangel fings. 
He hides his face beneath his wings ; 
And ranks of fhining thrones around. 
Fall worfhipping, and fpread the ground. 
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Lord> what fhall earth and aihes do ? 
We would adore our Maker too ! 
From fin and duft to Thee we cry. 
The Great, the Holy, and the High. 

Earth from afar hath heard Thy feme. 
And worms have learned to liip Thy name. 
But, oh ! the glories of Thy mind. 
Leaving all our foaring thoughts behind. 

God is in heaven, and men below. 
Be fhort our tunes ; our words be few ; 
A folemn reverence checks our fbngs. 
And praife fits filent on our tongues. 

Watts. 



IV. 

GOD THE FATHER. 




GOD ! our help in ages paft. 
Our hope for years to come. 

Our fhelter from the llormy blaft. 
And our eternal home ! 



Under the fhadow of Thy throne. 
Thy faints have dwelt fecure ; 

Sufficient is Thine arm alone. 
And our defence is fure. 
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Before the hills in order ftood. 

Or earth received her fnme. 
From everlafting Thou art God, 

To endlefs years the fame. 

A thoufand ages m Thy light 

Are like an evening gone. 
Short as the watch than ends the night 

Before the rifing fun. 

The bufy tribes of flelh and blood. 
With all their lives and cares. 

Are carried downwards by the flood. 
And loft in following years. 

Time like an everlafting ftream. 

Bears all its fins away 
They fly forgotten, as a dream 

Dies at the opening day. 

Like flowery fields the nations ftand 
Pleafed with the morning light ; 

The flowers beneath the mower's hand 
Lie withering ere 'tis night. 

O God ! our help in ages paft. 

Our hope for years to come. 
Be Thou our guard while troubles laft. 

And our eternal home. 

Watts. 
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V. 

GOD THE FATHER. 

H Father of Heaven ! look down from 
above. 
Illumine my paths by the light of 

Thy love. 
That flceping or waking, by night or 
by day. 
My footfteps may ever be found in Thy way. 

When the world's bright allurements before me are 

fhining. 
And to follow their courfe my fond heart is inclining — 
Oh make me remember how fmall is their worth. 
How empty and vain arc the pleafures of earth ! 

When paflions within their wild warfare are waging. 
And linful temptations my mind are engaging, 
Be Thy arm my fupport, and if virtue fhould (hrink. 
Uphold the' weak nature, which haply might finL 

When my foul is o'erwhelm'd by the waves of diftrefs. 
And doubt and defpair my faint fpirits opprefs. 
May the Beacon of Faith, beaming bright from above. 
Guide my tempeft-toll bark to Thy harbour of love ! 

When difeaie this corruptible form fhall aflail. 
And human affiftance no more can avail. 
Be Thy mercy my ftay when I draw my laft breath. 
And Thy grace my fupport through the valley of 
death! 
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And oh ! when the trumpet fhall found from on high. 
And the Saviour and Judge fhall appear in the iky. 
May I hear the words fpoken, ** Thy fins are forgiven," 
May my portion be that of the blefTed in heaven ! 

C. A. S. 



VI. 

GOD THE FATHER. 




PRAISED the earth, in beauty feen 
With garlands gay of various green ; 
I praifed the fea, whofe ample field 
Shone glorious as a filver fhield ; 
And earth and ocean feemed to fay, 
'' Our beauties are but for a day ! " 

I praifed the fun, whofe chariot roll'd 
On wheels of amber and of gold; 
I praifed the moon, whofe fofter eye 
Gleam'd fweetly through the fummer fky ! 
And moon and fun in anfwer faid, 
" Our days of light are numbered.'* 

O God ! O Good beyond compare ! 
If thus Thy meaner works are fair. 
If thus Thy bounties gild the fpan 
Of ruin'd earth and finful man, 
How glorious mufl the manfion be. 
Where Thy redeemed fhall dwell with Thee ! 
Bishop Heber. 
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VII. 

GOD THE SON. 

HE Lord of might, from Sinai's brow. 

Gave forth His voice of thunder j 
And Ifrael, on earth below, 

Outftretched in fear and wonder. 
Beneath His feet was pitchy night. 
And at His left hand and His right. 
The rocks were rent afiinder I 

The Lord of love, on Calvary, 

A meek and fuffering ftranger, 
Upraifed to heaven His languid eye. 

In nature's hour of danger. 
For us He bore the weight. 
For us He gave His blood to flow. 

And met His Father's anger. 

The Lord of love, the Lord of might. 

The King of all created. 
Shall back return to claim His right. 

On clouds of glory feated ; 
With trumpet-found and angel-fong. 
And hallelujahs loud and long. 

O'er death and hell defeated ! 

Bishop Heber. 
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vin. 
GOD THE SON. 




ORD ! let my heart ftill turn to Thee, 
In all my hours of waking thought. 

Nor let this heart e'er wifh to flee. 
Or think, or feel, where Thou art not ! 



In every hour of pain and woe. 

When nought on earth this heart can cheer. 
When flghs will burft and tears will flow. 

Lord, huih the figh and chafe the tear. 

In every dream of earthly blifs. 
Do Thou, dear Jefus, prefent be ; 

Nor let a thought of happinefs 

On earth intrude apart from Thee ! 

To my laft lingering thought at night. 
Do Thou, Lord Jefus, ftill be near ; 

And e'er the dawn of opening light. 
In ftill fmall accents wake mine ear. 

Whene'er I read Thy facred Word, 
Bright on the page in glory fhine ; 

And let me fay, '* This precious Lord 
In all His full falvation's mine." 

And when before the throne I kneel. 

Hear from that throne of grace my prayer. 

And let each hope of heaven I feel 

Burn with the thought to meet Thee there. 
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Thus teach me. Lord, to look to Thee 
In every hour of waking thought ; 

Not let me ever v^ilh to be. 

Or think, or feel, wiiere Thou art not ! 

Lady Powerscourt. 




IX. 

GOD THE SON. * 

HOU blefled Saviour, facred Spring, 
As clear as cryftal gliftening ; 

Thou ftream of bleffing, pure and 
free. 
All fplendour of the Cherubim, 
And holinefs of Seraphim, 

Is darknefs when compared with Thee ! 
O Thou my pattern here. 
Make me Thy image bear ; 
My all in all. 
Oh, teach Thou me. 
And let me be. 
All pure and holy like to Thee. 

Oh, gentle Jefus, as Thy will 
Was fubjea to Thy Father's ftill. 

Yea, even unto death refigned ; 
Oh, let me thus like Thee be paffive. 
My heart and will to Thee fubmiffive. 

Guided entirely by Thy mind ; 
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Like Thee may I be mild. 

And gentle as a child. 

As docile too ! 

Ah, teach Thou me. 

And let me be 

Meek and obedient, like Thee. 

Tholuck. 




GOD THE SON. 

ESUS, my Lord, *tis fweet to reft 
Upon Thy tender, loving breaft. 
Where deep compaflions ever roll 
Towards my helplefs, v^reary foul. 



Thy love, my Saviour, dries my tears. 
Expels my griefs, and calms my fears ; 
Sheds light and gladnefs o'er my heart. 
And bids each anxious thought depart. 

Bleft foretafte this of joys to come 
In Thy eternal, heavenly home ; 
Where I fhall fee Thy fmiling face. 
And know Thy rich, unfathomed grace. 

That grace fuftains my ipirit now. 
Though ftill a pilgrim here below ; 
That grace fuffices, comforts, guides. 
Upholds, defends, preferves, provides. 
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Yes, Thou art with me, O my God, 
To bear me on to Thy abode. 
Where I fhall never ceafe to prove 
Thy deep, divine, unfailing love. 

Help me to praife Thee day by day. 
Till earth's dark Icenes are palled away. 
Till in Thine own unclouded light 
Thy glory fatisfies my fight. 

H. B. 




XI, 

GOD THE SON. 

EHOLD! th' Ambaflkdor divine, 
Defcending from above. 

To publilh to mankind the law 
Of everlafting love ! 



On Him, in rich effufion poured. 

The heavenly dew defcends ; 
And truth divine He fhall reveal 

To earth's remotefl ends. 

No trumpet found, at His approach. 

Shall flrike the wondering ears ; 
But flill and gentle breathes the voice 

In which the God appears. 
'3 
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By His kind hand the ftiaken reed 
Shall raife its falling frame^ 

The dying embers (hall revive. 
And kindle to a flame. 

The onward progrefs of His zeal 
Shall never know decline ; 

Till foreign lands and diftant ifles 
Receive the law divine. 



XII. 

GOD THE SON. 



< i 



ESUS, thefe eyes have never feen 
That radiant form of Thine, 

The veil of fense hangs dark between 
Thy blefled fece and mine. 



I fee Thee not, I hear Thee not. 
Yet art Thou oft with me. 

And earth hath ne'er fo dear a fpot. 
As where I meet with Thee. 
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XUI. 

GOD THE SON. 

ESUS, Thy Blood and Righteousnefs, 
My beauty are, my glorious drefs : 
Mid ft flaming worlds, in thefe arrayed. 
With joy fhall I lift up my head. 



When from the duft of death I rife. 
To take my manfion in the Ikies, 
E'en then fhall this be all my plea, 
" Jefus hath lived and died for me." 

Bold fhall I fland in that great day. 
For who aught to my charge fhall lay ? 
Fully through Thee abfolved I am 
From fin and fear, from guilt and fhame. 

Thus Abraham, the friend of God, 
Thus all the arnues bought with blood. 
Saviour of finners Thee proclaim, — 
Sinners of whom the chief I am. 

This fpotlefs robe the fame appears 
When ruined nature finks in years ; 
No age can change its glorious hue. 
The robe of Chrift ij ever new. 



'4 
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Oh, let the dead now hear Thy voice ; 
Bid, Lord, Thy banilhed ones rejoice ; 
Their beauty this, their glorious drefs, 
Jefus, the Lord our Righteoufnefs. 

ZiNZENDORF.* 



XIV, 

GOD THE SON. 

AMB of God, who Thee receive. 
Who in Thee defire to live. 
Cry by night and day to Thee, 
As Thou art, fo let us be. 

Fix, O fix our wavering mind. 
To Thy erols us firmly bind : 
Gladly now we would be clean, 
Cleanle our hearts from every fin. 

Duft and afties though we be. 
Full of guilt and mifery ; 
Thine we are. Thou Chrift of God, 
Take the purchafc of Thy blood. 

* This beautiful hymn is ufually attributed in modern col- 
leftions to Charles Wefley, but it was originally compofed by 
that faintly Moravian, Count Zinzendorf, on his voyage to the . 
Weft Indies, a.d. 1736. Like the character of the author, it 
approaches more nearly thole of ancient times than the ufual 
compofidons of the prefent day. 
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Sinners who in Thee believe, 
Everlafting life receive ; 
They with joy behold Thy face. 
Triumph in Thy pardoning grace. 

Life deriving from Thy death. 
They proceed from faith to faith ; 
Walk the new, the living way. 
Leading to eternal day. 

Bleffed are thofe who follow Thee, 
While this light of life they fee ; 
Filled with Thy facred love. 
They Thy quickening power prove. 

Prailc on earth to Thee be given, 
Never-ceafing praife in heaven ; 
Boundlefs wifdom, power divine. 
Love unfpeakable, are Thine ! 

SCHINDLER. 




XV. 

GOD THE HOLY GHOST. 



PIRIT of Mercy, Truth and Love ! 
O fhed Thine influence from above. 
And ftill from age to age convey 
The wonders of this facred day. 
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In every clime, by every tongue. 
Be God's amazing glory fung ; 
And let the liftening earth be taught 
The afts our great Redeemer wrought. 

Unfailing Comfort ! Heavenly Guide, 
Still o'er Thy Holy Church prefide; 
Still may mankind Thy bleffings prove. 
Spirit of Mercy, Truth, and Love. 



XVI. 

NARAYENA^, THE HOLY SPIRIT. 

PlRIT of Spirits, who through every part 

Of fpace expanded and of endlefs time. 

Beyond the ftretch of labouring thought 

fublime, 
Bad'fl uproar into beauteous order ftart. 
Before Heaven was. Thou art. 

Ere ipheres beneath us roll'd on Ipheres above, 

Ere earth in firmamental ether hung. 
Thou lat'ft alone, till through Thy myftic love. 
Things unexifting to exiftence iprung. 

And grateful delcant fung. 

* Narayena, in the Sanfkrit, fignifies " The Spirit of God,** 
or He who moved on the Waters, which we know to have 
been the work of the Third Pcrfon in the Trinity, according 
to Genefis i. 2. 
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What firft impelled Thee to exert Thy might? 

Goodnefs unlimited. What glorious light 
Thy power direded ? Wifdom without bound — 
What proved it firft. Oh ! guide my fancy right. 
Oh ! raife from cumbrous ground 
My foul in rapture drowned. 
That fearlefs it may foar on wings of fire ; 
For Thou, who only know'ft. Thou only canft inlpire 1 

My foul abforbed One only Being knows. 

Of all perceptions One abundant Source, 
Whence every objeft every moment flows : 
Suns here derive their force. 
Hence planets learn their courfc ; 
But funs and fading worlds I view no more — 
God only I perceive, God only I adore ! 



XVII. 

THE TRINITY. 



THOU, whom neither time nor fpace 
Can comprehend, unfeen, unknown; 
Nor Faith in boldeft flight can trace. 
Save throughThySpiritandThySon! 



And Thou, who from Thy bright abode. 
To us in mortal weaknefs fliown, 
Didft graft the manhood into God, 
Eternal, Co-Eternal, Son ! 
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And Thou, whofe Unftion from on High, 
By Comfort, Light, and Love is known ; 
Who, with the parent Deity, 
Dread Spirit ! art for ever ONE. 

Great Firft and Laft ! Thy bleffing give ; 
And grant us faith. Thy gift alone — 
To love and praife Thee while we live. 
And do whatever Thou would'ft have done. 



XVIII. 

MORNING HYMN. 

HESE are Thy glorious works. Parent 

of good, 
Almighty! Thine this univerfal frame. 
Thus wondrous fair; Thyfelf how 
wondrous then ! 
Unlpeakable, Who fitt'ft above thefe heavens. 
To us invilible, or dimly feen 
In thefe Thy loweft works ; yet thefe declare 
Thy goodnefs beyond thought, and power divine. 
Speak, ye who bell can tell, ye fons of light. 
Angels ; for ye behold Him, and with fongs 
And choral fymphonies, day without night. 
Circle His throne rejoicing : ye in heaven ; 
On earth join all ye creatures to extol 
Him firft. Him laft. Him midft, and without end. 
Faireft of ftars, laft in the train of night. 
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If better thou belong not to the dawn. 
Sure pledge of day, that crown'ft the iiniling morn 
With thy bright circlet, praife Him in thy Iphere 
While day arifes, that fweet hour of pf ime. 
• • • • • 

His praife, ye winds, that from four quarters blow. 
Breathe foft or loud ; and wave your tops, ye pines. 
With every plant, in fign of worftiip wave. 
Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow. 
Melodious murmurs, warbling, tunc His praife. 
Join voices, all ye living fouls : ye birds. 
That finging up to heaven-gate afcend. 
Bear on your wings and in your notes His praife. 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 
The earth, and ftately tread, or lowly creep ; 
Witnefs, if I be filent, morn or even. 
To hill or valley, fountam or frefti fhade. 
Made vocal by my fong, and taught His praife. 
Hail, univerfal Lord ! be bounteous IHll 
To give us only good ; and if the night 
Have gathered aught of evil, or concealed, 
Difperfe it, as now light difpels the dark. 

Milton. 
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XIX. 

MORNING HYMN. 



^ 



AST thou a charm to ftay the Morning Star 

In his fteep courfe ? fo long he feems to 
pauie 

On thy bald, awfiil head, O Sovran Blanc ? 

The Arve and Arveiron at thy bafe 
Rave ceafelellly ; but thou, moll mighty form ! 
Rifeft from forth thy lilent fea of pines. 
How lilently ! Around thee and above. 
Deep is the air, and dark, fubftantial black ; 
An ebon mafs ; methinks thou piercefl it 
As with a wedge ! But when I look again. 
It is thine own calm home, thy cryftal flirine. 
Thy habitation from Eternity. 

dread and filent mount ! I gazed upon thee 
Till thou, ftill prefent to the bodily fenfe, 

Didft vanifti from my thought ; entranced in prayer 

1 worfhipped the Invifible alone. 

Yet like fome fweet beguiling melody. 

So fweet we know not we are liftening to it. 

Thou, the meanwhile, waft blending with my thought. 

Yea with my life, and life's own fecret joy. 

Till the dilating foul, enrapt, transfufed. 

Into the mighty vifion palling there. 

As in her natural form, fwelled vaft to heaven! 

Awake, my foul ! not only paffive praife 
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Thou oweft ! not alone thefe fwelling tears. 
Mute thanks and fecret ecftafy ! Awake ! 
Voice of fweet fong ! Awake, my heart, awake ! 
Green vales and icy cliffs, all join my hymn. 
Thou firft and chief, fole fovereign of the vale ! 
O, llruggling with the darknefs all night long. 
And all night vilited by troops of liars. 
Or when they climb the flcy, or when they link ; 
Companion of the .Morning Star at dawn, 
Thylelf earth's rofy ftar, and of the dawn 
Co-herald ; wake, O wake, and utter praife ! 
Who fank thy funlefs pillars deep in earth ? 
Who filled thy countenance with rofy light ? 
Who made thee parent of perpetual ftreams? 

And you, ye five wild torrents, fiercely glad ! 

Who called you forth from night and utter death. 

From dark and icy caverns called you forth, 

Down thefe precipitous, black, jagged rocks 

For ever fhattered, and the fame for ever ? 

Who gave you your invulnerable life. 

Your llrength, your fpeed, your fury, and your joy, 

Unceafing thunder and eternal foam ? 

And who commanded (and the filence came) 

Here let the billows Hiffen and have reft ? 

Ye ice-falls ! ye that from the mountain's brow, 
Adown enormous ravines flope amain. 
Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty voice. 
And flopped at once amidft their maddeft plunge ! 
Motionlefs torrents ! filent catara6ls ! 
Who made you glorious as the Gates of Heaven 
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Beneath the keen fiill Moon ? Who bade the Sun 
Clothe you with rainbows ? Who with living flowers 
Of lovelieft blue, Iprcad garlands at your feet? 

God ! let the torrents, like a fhout of nations, 
Anfwer ! and let the ice-plains echo, God ! 
God ! ling ye meadow ftreams, with gladfome voice ! 
Ye pine groves with your foft and foul-like founds ! 
And they, too, have a voice, yon piles of {how. 
And in their perilous fall (hall thunder, God ! 

Ye living flowers, that fkirt the eternal froft ! 
Ye wild goats {porting round the eagle's neft ! 
Ye eagles, playmates of the mountain ftorm ! 
Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds ! 
Ye {igns and wonders of the elements ! 
Utter forth God; and fill the hills with praife ! 

Thou, too, hoar Mount, with thy {ky-pointing peaks. 
Oft from whofe feet the Avalanche, unheard. 
Shoots downward, glittering through the pure {erene 
Into the depths of clouds that veil thy breall. 
Thou, too, again ftupendous Mountain ! thou. 
That as I raife my head, awhile bowed low 
In adoration, upward from thy bafe 
Slow travelling with dim eyes fuffufed with tears. 
Solemnly feemell, like a vapoury cloud. 
To ri{e before me' 

Rile, O ever rile ! 
Rife, like a cloud of incenfe from the earth ! 
Thou kingly {pirit throned among the hills. 
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Thou dread ambaflador from earth to heaven. 
Great Hierarch ! tdl thou the lilent fky. 
And tell the ftars, and tell yon rifing fun. 
Earth, with her thoufand voices, praifes God, 

Coleridge. 



MORNING HYMN. 




UES of the rich unfolding morn. 
That ere the glorious fun be born. 
By fome foft touch invifible. 
Around his path are taught to fwell ; - 



Thou ruflling breeze fo frefh and gay. 
That danceft forth at opening day. 
And bruftiing by with joyous wing, 
Wakeft each little leaf to fmg. 

Oh ! timely happy, timely wife. 
Hearts that with rifing mom arife ! 
Eyes that the beam celeftial view. 
Which evermore makes all things new ! 

New every morning is the love. 
Our wakening and uprifing prove j 
Through fleep and darknefs fafely brought, 
Reftored to life, and power, and thought. 

G 
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New mercies, each returning day. 

Hover around us while we pray ; 

New perils paft, new fins forgiven. 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of Heaven.- 



Old friends, old fcenes, will lovelier be. 
As more of Heaven in each we lee : 
Some foftening gleam of love and prayer 
Shall dawn on every crois and care* 

As for fome dear ^uniliar flrain, 
Untired we afk, and afk again. 
Ever, in its melodious ftore. 
Finding a fpell unheard before ; 



Such is the blifs of fouls ierene. 

When they have fworn, and fteadfaft mean, 

Counting the coft, in all to elpy 

Their God, in all themfelves deny. 

We need not bid, for cloifter'd cell. 
Our neighbour and our work farewell ; 
Nor ftrive to wind ourfelves too high 
For finful man beneath the fky : 

The trivial round, the common tafk. 
Would fumifti all we ought to alk ; 
Room to deny ourfelves ; a road 
To bring us, daily, nearer God 
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Seek we no more ; content with theie. 
Let prefent Rapture, Comfort, Eafe, 
As Heaven (hall bid them, come and go : 
The (ecret this of Reft below. 

Only, O Lord, in Thy dear love. 
Fit us for perfed Reft above ; 
And help us, this and every day. 
To live more nearly as we pray. 



Keble. 



XXI. 

CHRISTMAS. 

^HAT fudden blaze of fong. 

Spreads o'er the expanfe of Heaven ? 
In waves of light it thrills along, 

Th' angelic lignal given — 
*' Glory to God ! " from yonder cen- 
tral fire. 
Flows out the echoing lay beyond the ftarry quire ; 

Like circles widening round 
Upon a clear blue river. 
Orb after orb, the wondrous found 
Is echoed on for ever ; 
** Glory to God on high, on earth be peace. 
And love towards men of love, falvation and releafe." 
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Yet ftay, before thou dare 

To join that feCbal throng, 
Liilen^ and mark what gentle air 
Firft ftirred the tide of fong ; 
'Tis not, ** the Saviour born in David's home. 
To whom for power and health obedient worlds 
fhouldcome:" — 



*Tis not " the Chrift the Lord :"— 

With fix'd adoring look 
The choir of Angels caught the word. 
Nor yet their lilence broke ; 
But when they heard the iign, where Chrift fhould be. 
In fudden light they fhone and heavenly harmony. 



Wrapped in His fwaddling bands, 
And in His manger laid, 
. The hope and glory of all lands. 
Is come to the world's aid ; 
No peaceful hpme upon His cradle fmil'd, 
Guefts rudely went and came, where flept the royal 
Child. 



But where Thou dwelleft. Lord, 

No other thought fhould be. 
Once duly welcom'd and ador'd. 
How ftiould I part with Thee? 
Bethlehem muft lofe Thee foon, but Thou wilt grace 
The /ingle heart to be Thy fure abiding-place. 
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O faint ye not for fear — 

What though your wandering fheep, 
Recklefs of what they fee and hear, 
lie Ic^ in wilful fleep ? 
High Heaven, in mercy to your fad annoy. 
Still greets you with glad tidings of immortal joy. 

Think on th* eternal home. 
The Saviour left for you ; 
Think on the Lord moft holy, come 
To dwell with hearts untrue : 
So fhall ye tread untir'd His pafloral ways. 
And in the darknefs ling your carol of high praife. 

Keble. 



XXII. 

EPIPHANY. 

RIGHTEST and beft of the fons of the 
Morring, 
Dawn on our darknefs and lend us 

thine aid ; 
Star of the Eaft, the horizon adorning. 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

Cold on His cradle the dew*drops are fhining. 
Low lies His head with the beafts of the ftall ; 

Angels adore Him, in dumber reclining. 
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all. 

G3 
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Say, fhall we yield Him, in coftly devotion. 
Odours of Edom and offerings divine. 

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean. 
Myrrh from the foreft, or gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we ofier each ample oblation ; 

Vainly with gifts would His fiivour iecure ; 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration. 

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Bishop Heber. 



XXIII. 

THE EUCHARIST. 

ORD, Thy life let us receive. 
For in Thee we do believe ; 
Let Thy body and Thy blood 
Be to us our foul's beft food. 



Crufh and kill each fecret fin. 
That would reign our hearts within ; 
Let our hearts Thy temple be. 
Pure to praife and worlhip Thee. 

Jefus, at Thy lateft feaft, 
John once leaned upon Thy breaft ; 
Fill'd like him, with love divine. 
Let us on Thy breaft recline. 
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More than to parched land foft fhowers. 
More than dews to drooping flowers. 
Precious be to us Thy grace. 
Till we fee Thee face to face. 

Now prepare us. Lord, we pray. 
For that dread and glorious day ; 
Make us daily more and more. 
Holier, happier, than before. 

Father of the Eternal Son, 
Let Thy will in us be done ; 
Now, and till our lateft hour. 
Change us by the Spirit's power.* 

In this feaft, and in Thy word. 
Gazing on Thy glories, Lord, 
More like Thee to us become. 
Heavenly for our heavenly home. 

Churton. 

* 2 Cor. iii. 18. 
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xxnr. 

THE EUCHARIST. 

READ of the world in mercy broken. 

Wine of the foul in mercy fhed ! 
By whom the words of life were fpoken. 
And in whofe death our fins are dead ! 



Look on the hearty by forrow broken. 
Look on the tears by iinners fhed j 

And be Thy feaft to us the token. 
That by Thy grace our fouls are fed ! 

Bishop Heber. 



XXV. 

THE CROSS. 



ESUS, I my crofs have taken. 

All to leave and follow Thee ; 
All things elfe for Thee forfaken. 

Thou from hence my all fhalt be. 
Perifh ev'ry fond ambition. 
All I've fought, or hoped, or known ; 
Yet how rich is my condition ! 
God and Heav'n are ftill my own. 
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Let the world delpife and leave me ; 

It has left my Saviour too ; — 
Human hearts and looks deceive me — 

Thou art not, like them, untrue. 
And whilft Thou doft fmile upon me, 

God of wifdom, love, and might ! 
Foes may hate, and friends difown me — 

Show Thy fiice and all is bright. 

Go, then, earthly fame and treafure. 

Come, dilafler, fcom, and pain ; 
In Thy fervice, pain is pleafure. 

With Thy favour, lofs is gain. 
I have called Thee, Abba, Father, 

I have fet my heart on Thee ; 
Storms may howl, and clouds may gather. 

All muft work for good to me. 

Man may trouble and dillreis me, 

'Twill but drive me to Thy breaft ; 
Life with trials hard may prefs me. 

Heaven will bring me fweeter reft. 
Oh 'tis not in grief to harm me. 

While Thy love is left to me ; 
Oh 'twere not in joy to charm me. 

Were that joy unmixed with Thee. 

Soul, then know thy full fahration. 
Rife o'er iin, and fear, and care ; 

Joy to find in ev'ry ftation 
Something ftiU to do or bear. 
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Think what fpirit dwells within thee ; 

Think what Father's love is thine ; 
Think that Jefus died to win thee, — 

Child of Heaven, canft thou repine ? 

Hafte thee on from grace to glory, 

Arm'd by faith, and wing'd by prayer ; 
Heaven's eternal day's before thee, 

God's own hand fhall guide thee there. 
Soon Ihall clofe thy earthly miffion. 

Soon fhall pafs thy pilgrim days, 
Hope fhall change to full fruition. 

Faith to fight, and prayer to praife. 

Lyte. 



XXVI. 

THE CROSS. 




HEN I furvey the wondrous crofs 
On which the Prince of Glory died. 
My richeft gain I count but lofs. 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 



Forbid it. Lord, that I fhould boait. 
Save in the crofs of Chrift my God ; 
All the vain things that charm me moft, 
I facrifice them to His blood. 
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See, from His head. His hands. His feet. 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down ! 
Did e'er fuch love and forrow meet. 
Or thorns compofe fb bright a crown ? 

Were the whole realm of nature mine. 
That were an offering far too fmall ; 
Love fo amazing, fb divine. 
Demands my foul, my life, my all. 

Watts. 



THE RESURRECTION. 




HOU (halt rife,mydufl! thou (halt arife! 
Not always clofed thine eyes ; 
Thy life's firfl Giver, 
Will give thee life for ever. 
Ah, praife His name ! 

Sown in darknefs, but to bloom again. 
When, after winter's reign, 

Jefus is reaping 

The feed now quietly fleeping. 

Ah, praife His name ! 

Day of praife ! for thee, thou wondrous day, 
In my quiet grave I flay ; 
And when I number 
My days and nights of flumber. 
Thou wakeft me ! 
« 
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Then, as they who dream, we fhall arife. 
With Jefus to the fkies. 

And find that morrow. 

The weary pilgrim's forrow, 

AH paft and gone. 

Then within the Holieft, I tread. 
By my Redeemer led. 

Through Heaven (baring. 

His holy name adoring 

Eternally, Klopstock. 



xxviir. 
THE RESURRECTION. 

HAT fmners value I refign. 
Lord, 'tis enough that Thou art mine ; 
I fhaU behold Thy blifsful face. 
And ftand complete in righteoufnefs. 

This life's a dream, an empty (how. 
But the bright world to which I go. 
Hath joys fubftantial and (incere : 
When (hall I wake and find me there ? 

Oh glorious hour! oh bleft abode ! 
I (hall be near and like my God ; 
And flefti and (in no more controul 
The facred pleafures of the (bul. 
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My flefh fliall flumber in the ground. 
Till the laft trumpet's joyful found ; 
Then burft the chains with fweet furpriie. 
And in my Saviour's image rife. 

Watts. 



XXIX. 

ST. STEPHEN. 

HE Son of God goes forth to war, 
A kingly crown to gain ; 

His blood-red banner ftreams afar : 
Who follows in His train ? 



Who beft can drink his cup of woe. 

Triumphant over pain ; 
Who patient bears his crofs below. 

He follows in His train ! 

The martyr firft, whofe eagle eye. 
Could pierce beyond the grave ; 

Who faw his Matter in the fky. 
And called on Him to fave. 

Like Him, with pardon on his tongue. 

In midft of mortal pain ; 
He pray'd for them that did the wrong! 

Who follows in his train ? 
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A glorious band, the chofen few. 

On whom the Spirit came ; 
Twelve valiant faints, their hope they knew. 

And mock'd the crois and flame. 

They met the tyrant's brandifh*d fteel. 

The lion's gory mane ; 
They bow'd their necb the death to feel ! 

Who follows in their train ? 

A noble army — men and boys. 

The matron and the maid — 
Around the Saviour's throne rejoice. 

In robes of light array*d. 

They climbed the fteep afcent of Heaven, 

Through peril, toil, and pain ! 
Oh God ! to us may grace be given. 

To follow in their train ! 

Bishop Heber. 




JERUSALEM, 

HY own mulician. Lord, infpire. 
And may my confecrated lyre 

Repeat the Pfahnift's part ! 
His fon and Thine reveal in me. 
And fill with facred melody 

The fibres of my heart. 
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So fhall I charm the Mening throng. 
And draw the living ftones along 

By Jefu's tuneful name. 
The living ftones fhall dance, fhall rife. 
And form a city in the fkies. 

The New Jerufalem, 

Charles Wesley. 
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XXXI. 

JERUSALEM. 

ERUSALEM! Jerufalem! enthroned 

once on high. 
Thou fiivour'd home of God on earth, 

thou heaven below the fky ! 
Now brought to bondage with thy 
fons, a curfe and grief to fee, 
Jerufalem ! Jerufalem ! our tears fhall flow for thee. 

O, hadft thou known thy day of grace, and flock*d 

beneath the wing 
Of Him who call'd thee lovingly, thine own anointed 

King! 
Then had the tribes of all the world gone up thy 

pomp to fee. 
And glory dwelt within thy gates, and all thy fbns 

been free. 




,y Google 



96 ^tu!$aUm* 



** And who art thou that mourneft me ? " replied the 

ruin grey, 
*' And fear 'ft not rather that thyfelf may prove a caft- 

away ? 
I am a dried and abjedl branch, my place is given to 

thee ; 
But v^roe to every barren graft of thy wild olive-tree ! 

" Our day of grace is funk in night, our time of mercy 

{pent. 
For heavy was my children's crime, and ftrange their 

punifhment ; 
Yet gaze not idly on our fall, but, finner, warned be. 
Who fpared not His chofen feed may fend His wrath 

on thee. 

*' Our day of grace is funk in night, thy noon is in its 

prime ; 
Oh turn and feek thy Saviour's face, in this accepted 

time! 
So, Gentile, may Jeruftlem a lefTon prove to thee. 
And in the New Jerufalem thy home for ever be ! ** 

Bishop Heber. 
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XXXII, 

HALLELUJAH. 




ARK! the fong of Jubilee ; 

Loud as mighty thunders toslt. 
Or the fulneft of the fea 

When it breaks upon the fhore : 
Hallelujah ! for the Lord 
God omnipotent fhall reign ; 
Hallelujah ! let the word 

Echo round the earth and main. 

Hallelujah ! — hark ! the found 

From the centre to the fkiss. 
Wakes above, beneath, around. 

All creation's harmonies : 
See Jehovah's banners furled. 

Sheathed His sv7ord : He fpeaks — 'tis done. 
And the kingdoms of the V70rld 

Are the kingdoms of His Son. 

He fhall reign from pole to pole. 

With illimitable fway ; 
He ftiall reign vvrhen like a fcroll 

Yonder heavens have paffed av^ay : 
Then the end ! — beneath His rod 

Man's lafl enemy ftiall fell ; 
Hallelujah ! Chrift in God, 

God in Chrift, is all in all. 

James Montgomery. 

H 
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xxxm. 
SONG OF THE ANGELS. 




AIL! HaU! Hail! 
Welcome to your realm of beauty ! 

Welcome to your bleft abode ! 
Thus, with mingled love and duty. 

We, the elder fons of God, 



Join our voices to falute ye, 

Pour our echoing ftrains abroad ; 
Now let triumph ride the gale. 
Peace and joy and praife prevail ! 
Itisfinifhed! Hail! AU-hail! 

Finiihed is the fix-days* wonder. 

Since Jehovah's voice of might. 
From the fecret place of thunder. 

Spake the word, and there was light. 
We have watched the glad returning 

Of the day-flar to the earth. 
From the chamber of the Morning 

Marching like a bridegroom forth. 

We have watched the grand progreffion 

Of the changes, as they pafled 
Through each beautiful fucceflion. 

Ye the lovelieft ! ye the laft ! 
*Tis the Sabbath of Creation ! 

God upon His throne doth reft ; 
And His fmile of approbation. 

All His perfeft work hath bleft. 
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Of the mighty lyre of Nature 

Harmonized is every chord ; 
And the leaft and loftieft creature 

Breathes thankfgiving to the Lord. 
Ye, in whom the beauty liveth. 

We have longed and watched to view, 
Praiie with us the God who giveth * 

You to us and us to you. 

For ye, — for ye have a foul like ours ; 

It heaves in your bofom, it beams thro' your eye; 
Baptized in the feelings, endowed with the powers. 

That bum through the depth of eternity. 
And happy are we, unto whom 'tis given. 

To tend you as guardians, and cheer you as friends, 
Happy to fpeed from our homes in Heaven, 

And carry the bleffings your Father fends. 

We wiD encamp you around by night. 

Your holy refl to keep ; 
Like the hills that watch in fhadowy night 

Round the lake fo pure and deep. 
Which dreaming of diflant worlds of light. 

Lies locked in their arms afleep. 

And as that flill lake awakes and rejoices. 

When 2^phyr his play-mates hath found ; 
That dance to fhore with their liquid voices. 

Telling their joy around ; 
So ye fhall awake at our gentle call. 

From your pillow of fern and heather ; 
And we'll fing to the God and Father of all. 

Our Matin praife together. 
H 2 
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When paft the freflinefs of the dawning. 
And (pent the ipirits of the breeze ; 

When fiery noon comes down, embrowning 
The flippery turf beneath the trees ; 

Our wings fhall interweave an awning, 
Of cooler fhade than thefe. 

And when the fapphire gates of even 

Open to realms beyond ; 
When Earth to the embrace of Heaven, 

Doth glowingly refpond ; 
When fweet and ilumbrous melodies 

O'er land and water creep. 
As Nature fits, with half-fliut tycs. 

Singing herfelf to fleep. 

Ye fhall catch the gleam of our golden hair. 

In the wake of the finking fun ; 
And we'll wander on earth, or hover in air. 

With our robes of glory on. 
And thofe whole miflion with daylight clofes. 

As homeward they hie them fail. 
Shall leave you a chaplet of Heaven's own rofes. 

On the mountain they touched the laft. 

Yet not to the animal tafte alone 

Is our office of love confined ; 
We will minifter pleafures of loftier tone. 

To the fubtler fenfe of mind. 
In the beauty that wooes the eye around. 

In the mufic that haunts the ear. 
Ye fhall feel a prefence more profound. 

Than aught that ye fee and hear. 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



Sbong of tje angels* loi 

A voice from the ocean's world of wonder, 

From the mountain's creft elate. 
From the rufhing wind, from the rolling thunder. 

Announces " God is Great." 
Where in the foreft's lonely place. 

The fountain dwells fecure ; 
With finiles upon its dimpled fece. 

It tells us " God is Pure." 

The humbleft flower, the tinieft creature. 

That creeps, or fwims, or flies. 
Joins with the mightier forms of nature 

To atteft that " God is Wise." 
The blefling with the funfliine given. 

Wakes joy in field and grove ; 
Heaven (peaks to earth, and earth to Heaven 

Makes anfwer *' God is Love." 

Thus borrowing from material things 

A token and a tone. 
We'll teach of love, whofe fecret fprings 

God fees and God alone. 
And would ye know what deeds are done 

In other worlds afar i 
And call down teachers many a one. 

From planet and from ftar ? 



Delightful tafk, to fingle out 

Some twinkling point of light 
From all the diamonds wreathed about 

The coronal of night ; 

Digitized by Google 



102 Sbong of tje ^ngels^ 

And draw you of its fcenery 
A landfcape grand and flrange> 

And trace through all its hiftory 
The wondrous path of change ! 

Yet there be vaft and dim dominions. 

Ocean without a fliore. 
Which not the boldeft angel-pinions 

Have ventured to explore ; 
And there be myfteries fathomlefs. 

Wrought in a realm of fire. 
Whereat the Cherubim may guefs. 

But have not dared enquire. 

One thing we know, that ages back. 

Before your earth was made. 
There rofe a cloud, fo denfely black 

It caft e'en Heaven in fhade. 
That darknefs paft, and light on high 

Again ferenely flione ; 
But when we looked along the fky. 

Ten thoufand ftars were gone ! 

Again the angel-watch was fet 

The eternal gates before ; 
But many a face we there had met. 

We met again no more. 
God o*er their fete a veil has fpread. 

Nor further may we win ; 
Save of its caufe a rumour dread. 

That fighed the name of fin. 
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God guard us fafe £rom aught of ill. 

In knowledge or in deed ! 
To know His love, to do His will — 

We alk no higher meed. 
May naught avert the bleffing given 

His creatures at their birth ; 
Difturb the harmonies of Heaven, 

Or mar the peace of earth. 

Hankinson. 



XXXIV. 

DEATH. 
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1 



HE feeble pulfe, the gafping breath. 

The clenched teeth, the glazed eye, — 
Are thefe thy fting, thou dreadful death ? 
O grave, are thefe thy vidlory ? 



The mourners by our parting bed. 
The wife, the children weeping nigh. 

The difinal pageant of the dead — 
Thefe, thefe are not thy vidlory ! 

But from the much -loved world to part. 
Our luft untamed, our fpirit high. 

All nature ftruggling at the heart. 
Which, dying, feels it dare not die ! 

To dream through life a gaudy dream 
Of pride, and pomp, and luxury. 

H4 
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Till waken'd by the nearer gleam 
Of burning, boundlefs agony ; 

To meet o'er ibon our angry King, 
Whofe love we pafled unheeded by — 

Is this, O death, thy deadlieft ding ? 
O grave, and this thy vidlory ? 

O Searcher of the fccret heart. 

Who deigned for finful man to die ! 

Reftore us ere the fpirit part. 
Nor give to hell the viftory. 

Bishop Heber.* 



XXXV. 

PRAYER. 

O up and watch the new- bom rill 
Juft trickling from its mofly bed. 
Streaking the heath-clad hill 
With a bright emerald thread. 



Can'ft thou her bold career foretell. 
What rocks flie fhall o'erleap or rend. 

How far in Ocean's fwell 

Her frelhening billows lend ? 

* This powerful defcription of untamed fin at its clofing 
hour will more forcibly remind the reader of that awful hymn 
by Peter Damian on " the Laft Day/* which is given in this 
collection, than what is ufually found in modem compofidons. 
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Perchance that little brook fliall flow 
The bulwark of fome mighty realm. 

Bear navies to and fro 

With monarchs at their helm. 

Even fo, the courfe of prayer who knows ? 
It fprings in filence where it will. 

Springs out of fight, and flows 

At firft a lonely rill : 

But ftreams fhall meet it by and by 
From thoufand fympathetic hearts. 

Together fwelling high 

Their chaunt of many parts. 

Unheard by all but angel ears 
The good Cornelius knelt alone. 

Nor dreamed his prayers and tears 

Would help a world undone. 

The while upon his terraced roof 
The loved ApofUe to his Lord 

In filent thought aloof 

For heavenly vifion fbared. 

Far o'er the glowing weftem main 
His wiftful brow was upward raifed. 

Where, like an Angel's train 

The burnilhed water blazed. 

The faint befide the ocean prayed. 
The foldier in his chofen bower, 

Where all his eye furveyed 

Seemed facred in that hour. 
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To each unknown his brother's prayer. 
Yet brethren true in deareft love 

Were they, — and now they fhare 

Fraternal joys above. 

Keeble. 



XXXVI. 

PRAYER. 




ATHER of all, in every age. 
In every clime adored ; 

By faint, by favage> and by fage, 
Jehovah, Jove, our Lord. 



If I am right. Thy grace impart 
Still in the right to ftay ; 

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way. 

Teach me to feel another's woe ; 

To hide the faults I fee ; 
The mercy I to others fliow. 

That mercy fliow to me. 



Pope. 
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XXXVII. 

PRAYER. 

RAYER,the Churche's banquet. Angels' 
age, 
God's breath in man returning to his 
birth. 
The foul in paraphrafc, heart in pil- 
grimage. 
The Chriftian plunmiet founding Heav'n and earth. 

Engine againft th' Almightie, finner's towre, 
Reverfed thunder, Chrift-fide-piercing fpear. 
The fix-daies-world tranfpofing in an houre, 

A kinde of tune, which all things heare and fear. 

SoftnelTe, and peace, and joy, and love, and blifle. 
Exalted Manna, gladneffe of the beft. 
Heaven in ordinarie, man well dreft. 

The milkie way, the bird of Paradife. 

Church-bells beyond the ftars heard, the foul's blood. 
The land of fpices, fomething underftood. 

George Herbert. 
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is the foul's fincere defire> 
tter'd or unexpreiTd ; 
'he motion of a hidden fire. 
That trembles in the breaft. 

Prayer is the burthen of a figh. 

The falling of a tear. 
The upward glancing of an eye. 

When none but God is near. 

Prayer is the fimpleft form of ipeech 

That infant lips can try ; 
Prayer the fublimeft drains that reach 

The Majefty on high. 

Prayer is the ChriiUan*s vital breath. 

The Chrillian's native air. 
His watchword at the gates of death ; 

He enters Heaven with prayer. 

Prayer is the contrite finner's voice. 

Returning from his ways j 
While Angels in their fongs rejoice. 



And cry, " Behold he prays 



l» 



The faints in prayer appear as one. 
In word, and deed, and mind ; 

While with the Father and the Son 
Their fellowfhip they find. 
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Nor prayer is made on earth alone. 

The Holy Spirit pleads ; 
And Jefus on th* eternal throne 

For iinners intercedes. 

O Thou by whom we come to God, 
The Life, the Truth, the Way ! 

The path of prayer Thyfelf haft trod; 
Lord, teach us how to pray. 

James Montgomery. 




XXXIX. 

SAVOUR. 

OME fweet favour of Thy fevour 
Shed abroad in every heart : 
Heaven-ward as to Thee we go, 
Leaving guilt and fear below — 
Blefling, praifing without ceafing. 
Bid us. Lord, depart. 
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XL. 

MERCIES. 

■RENDER mercies on my way 
Falling foftly like the dew. 
Sent me frefhly every day, 
I will blefs the Lord for you. 



Though I have not all I would. 

Though to greater blils I go. 
Every prefent gift of good 

To eternal love I owe. 

Source of all that comforts me. 
Well of joy for which I long. 

Let the fong I ling to Thee 
Be an everlafting Song. 

Anna L. Waring. 




XLI. 

ETERNITY. 

OME, Brethren, let us go ! 

The evening clofeth round ; 
* Tis perilous to linger here 

On this wild defert ground. 
Come towards eternity. 
Prefs on from ftrength to ftrength. 
Nor dread your journey 's toils nor length. 
For good its end fliall be. 
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Come, wander on with joy. 
For fliorter grows the way. 
The hour that frees us from the flefh 
Draws nearer day by day. 

A little truth and love, 

A litde courage yet. 

More free from earth, more apt to fet 
Your hopes on things above. 

For this all things we dare, — 
'Tis worth the riik I trow, — 
Renouncing all that clogs our courfe. 
Or weighs us down below. 

O world, thou art too fmall. 

We feek another higher. 

Whither Chrift guides us ever nigher. 
Where God is all in all. 

Friend of our perfeft choice. 
Thou Joy of all that live. 
Being that know'ft not chance or change. 
What courage doft Thou give ! 
All beauty. Lord, we fee. 
All blifs and life and love. 
In Him in whom we live and move. 
And we are glad in Thee. 

Tersteegen, 173 1. 
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XLII. 

EVENING HYMN. 

ARK ! the Vefper Hymn is ftealing 
O'er the waters foft and clear ; 

Nearer yet and nearer pealing. 
Now it burfts upon the ear. 

Farther now, now farther ftealing, 
Soft it fiides upon the ear — 



Now like moonlight waves retreating. 

To the fliore it dies along ; 
Now like angry furges meeting. 

Breaks the mingled tide of fbng. 
Hufh ! again like waves retreating. 

To the fliore it dies along. 

Thomas Moore. 



XLIII. 

EVENING HYMN. 

N the dewy breath of Even, 

Thoufand odours mingling rife. 
Borne like incenfe up to Heaven, 

Nature's Evening Sacrifice. 
With her balmy offerings blending. 
Let our glad thankigivings be 
To Thy throne, O Lord, afcending, 
Incenfe of our hearts to Thee ! 
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Praife we yield, yet ftill while dwelling 

On the thanks Thy mercies claim. 
Darker thoughts their tale are telling. 

Full of grief, and fiall of fliame. 
Oft rebellious, oft iniftaken. 

Sorrowing, at Thy feet we bow ; 
Yet, ^though Thee we have forfaken, 

O our God ! forfake not Thou ! 

Thou, whofe fovours without number. 

All our days with gladnefs blels. 
Let Thine eye, which knows not flumber. 

Guard our hours of helpleflhefs : 
And, when life is clofing round us. 

Dark with anguifh, feint with fear. 
Let Thy beams of love furround us. 

Let us know and feel Thecunear ! 




XLIV, 

EVENING HYMN. 

IS gone, that bright and orbed blaze, 
Faft fading from our willful gaze ; 
Yon mantling cloud has hid from fight 
The laft faint pulfe of quivering light. 



Sun of my foul ! Thou Saviour dear. 
It is not night if Thou be near : 
Oh, may no earth-bom cloud arife 
To hide Thee from Thy fervant's eyes ! 

I 
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When the foft dews of kindly deep 
My wearied eyelids gently ibep» 
Be my laft thought, how fweet to reft 
For ever on my Saviour's breaft. 

Abide with me ^m mom till eve» 
For without Thee I cannot live : 
Abide with me when night is nigh^ 
For without Thee I dare not die. 

Thou Framer of the light and dark. 
Steer through the tempeft Thine own ark : 
Amid the howling wintry iea. 
We are in port if we have Thee* 

Oh by Thine own fad burthen, borne 
So meekly jup the hill of fcom. 
Teach Thou Ilfine own their daily crofi 
To bear as Thine, nor count it lois ! 

Kbblb. 
* John vi. 21. 
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I. 

GOD. 

THOU Eternal One! whofe prefence 
bright 
All fpace doth occupy, all motion 

guide; 
Unchanged through Time's all ever- 
laiting flight. 
Thou only God : there is no God befide. 
Being above all beings ! Mighty One ! 
Whom none can comprehend, and none explore ; 
Embracing all, fupporting, ruling o*er. 
Being whom we call God, and know no more. 

In its fublime research, philofbphy 
May meafure out the Ocean deep, may count 
The fands, or the fun's rays ; but God ! for Thee 
There is no weight or meafure ; none can mount 
Up to Thy myfteries ; reafon's brighteft (park. 
Though kindled by Thy light, in vain would try 
To trace Thy counfels, infinite and dark ; 
And thought is loft ere thought can foar fo high. 
Even like pail moments in Eternity. 
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Thou from primeval nothingnefs did call, 
Firft chaos, then exiftence, — Lord, on Thee 
Eternity had its foundation ; all 
Spring forth from Thee ; all light, J07, harmony. 
Sole origin — all life, all beauty. Thine. 
Thy word created all, and doth create ; 
Thy fplendour fills all ipace with rays divine ; 
Thou art and wert ; and (halt be glorious ! great ! 
Life-giving, life-fuftaining. Potentate ! 

Thy chains th' immeafured univerfe furround ; 

Upheld by Thee, by Thee infpired with breath ! 

Thou the beginning with the end haft bound. 

And beautifully mingled life and death ! 

As (parks mount upwards Gcom the fiery blaze. 

So funs are bom, fo worlds fpring forth from Thee, 

And as the fpangles on the funny rays 

Shine round the filver fnow, the pageantry 

Of Heaven's bright army glitters in Thy praife, 

A million torches, lighted by Thy hand. 

Wander unwearied through the blue abyfs ; 

They own Thy power, accomplifh Thy command. 

All gay with life, all eloquent with blifs. 

What fhall we call them ? Piles of cryftal light ? 

A glorious company of golden ftreams ? 

Lamps of celeftial ether burning bright ? 

Suns lighting fyftems with their joyous beams ? 

But Thou to thefe art as the Moon to mght. 

Yes ! As a drop of water in the Sea, 
All this magnificence in Thee is loft : — 
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What are ten thoufand worlds compared to Thee ? 
What am I then ? Heaven's unnumbered hoft. 
Though multiplied by myriads and arrayed 
In all the glory of fublimeft thought. 
Is but an atom in the balance weighed 
Againft Thy greatnefs — is a cypher brought 
Againft infinity ! What am I then ? — nought. 

Nought — but the influence of Thy light divine. 
Pervading worlds, hath reached my bofbm too ! 
Yes, in my fpirit doth Thy Spirit fliine. 
As fhines the funbeam in a drop of dew. 
Nought — but I live, and on Hope's pinions fly 
Eager towards Thy presence : for in Thee 
I live, and breathe, and dwell ; I lift my eye 
Even to the throne of Thy divinity ; 
I am, O God, and furely Thou muft be ! 

Thou art ! dire6Ung, guiding all. Thou art ! 
Dired my underftanding then to Thee ; 
Control my fpirit, guide my wandering heart ; 
Though but an atom 'midfl immenflty. 
Still I am fomething Miioned by Thy hand ; 
I hold a middle rank 'twixt Heaven and Earth, 
On the laft verge of mortal being ftand, 
Clofc to the realms where angels have their birth, 
Juft on the bound'ries of the fpirit land. 

The chain of being is complete in me ; 
In me is matter's laft gradation loft. 
And the next ftep is Spirit-Deity ! 
I can command the lightning and am duft ! 
I 3 
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A monarch and a (lave ; a worm, a Gcxl ! 
Whence came I here, and how ? So marvellous^ 
Conllructed and conceived ? UnknovTn, thb clod 
Lives furely through fbme higher energy : 
For from itfelf alone it could not be. 

Creator! Yes— Thy wifdom and Thy word 
Created me ! Thou fource of life and good ! 
Thou Spirit of my (pirit and my Lord ; 
Thy light. Thy love, in their bright plenitude, 
Fill'd me with an immortal fong, to fpring 
O'er the abyfs of death, and bade it wear 
The garments of eternal day, and wing 
Its heavenly flight beyond this little fphere. 
Even to its fource — to Thee — its Author there. 

O thought ineflable ! O vifions bleft ! 
Though worthlefs are conceptions all of Thee — 
Yet fhall Thy Ihadowed image fill our breaft. 
And waft its homage to Thy Deity. 
God ! thus alone my lowly thoughts can foar. 
Thus feek Thy prefence — being wife and good — 
'Midft Thy vaft worb, admire, obey, adore ! 
And when the tongue is eloquent no more. 
The foul fhall fpeak in tears of gratitude. 

Derzhazin.* 

* The above magnificent ode, by a difUnguifhed RuHian 
poet, 18 faid to . have been tranflated into the Chinefe and 
Tartar languages, and fufpended in the Imperial Palace at 
Pekin, which was deftroyed by the Englifh armies in the vrar 
of i860. It is alfo tranflated into the Japanefe tongue, and 
hangs in the temple of Jeddo. 
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II. 
GOD. 




HERE is an unknown language ipoken 
By the loud winds that fwecp the 
iky; 
By the dark ftorm-clouds, thunder- 
broken. 



And waves on rocks that dalh and die ; 
By the lone ftar, whofe beams wax pale. 
The moonlight flecping on the vale. 

The mariner's fweet diftant hymn. 
The horizon that before us flies. 
The cryftal firmament that lies 

In the fmooth fea refle6led dim. 

' Tis breathed by the cool ftreams at morning. 

The funfet on the mountain's fhades. 
The fnow that day-break is adorning. 

And eve that on the turret ^es ; 
The city's founds that rife and fink. 
The fair fwan on the river's brink. 

The quivering cypreft' murmured fighs. 
The ancient temple on the hill. 
The fblemn filence, deep and ftill. 

Within the foreft's myfteries. 

Of Thee, O God! this voice is tellmg. 

Thou who art Truth, Life, Hope, and Love ; 

On whom night calls from her dark dwelling. 
To whom bright morning loob above ; 
I 4 
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Of Thee, proclaimed by every (bund. 
Whom nature's all-myfterious round 

Declares, yet not defines Thy light ; 
Of Thee, the abyfs and fburce, whence all 
Our (buls proceed, in which they fall. 

Who haft but one name— INFINITE. 

All men on earth may hear and treaiure 

This voice, refounding from all time ; 
Each one, according to his meafure. 

Interpreting its fcnfe fublime. 
But ah ! the more our fpirits weak 
Within its holy depths would feek. 

The more this vain world's pleafures cloy ; 
A weight, too great for earthly mind, 
O'erwhelms its powers, until we find 

In folitude our only joy. 

So when the feeble eyeball fixes 

Its fight upon the glorious fun, 
Whofe gold-emblazoned chariot mixes 

With rofy clouds that towards it run ; 
The dazzled gaze all powerleis finks. 
Blind with the radiance which it drinks. 

And fees but gloomy (pecks float by ; 
And darknefs indiftindl o'eHhade 
Wood, meadow, hill, and pleafant glade. 

And the clear bofom of the (ky. 

Lamartine. 
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in. 
OLD AGE. 

I. 

AM old and blind! 

Men point to me as fmitten by God's 

frown, 
Afflidled and deferted of my mind, — 
Yet I am not caft down. 



I am weak, yet llrong— 
I murmur not that I no longer fee — 
Poor, old, and helplefs, I the more belong. 

Father fupreme! to Thee. 

m. 

O Merciful One, 
When men are fartheft, then Thou art moft near ; 
When friends pais by, my weaknefs fhun. 

Thy chariot I hear. 

IV. 

Thy glorious face 
Is leaning towards me, — and its holy light 
Shines in upon my lonely dwelling-place. 

And there is no more night. 

V. 

On my bended knee 
I recogniie Thy purpofe clearly fhown — 
My viiion Thou haft dimmed that I may fee 

Thyfelf,Thyfelf alone. 
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VI. 

I have nought to fear ; 
My darknefs is the fhadow of Thy wing — 
Beneath it I am almoft facred^-here 

Can come no evil thing. 

vn. 

Oh ! I feem to ftand 
Trembling where foot of mortal ne'er hath been. 
Wrapped in the radiance of Thy finlefs land 

Which eye hath never feen. 

VIII. 

Viiions come and go — 
Shapes of refplendent beauty round me throng— 
From angel's lips I feem to hear the flow 

Of foft and holy fong. 

IX. 

It is nothing now, 
When heaven is opening on my fightlefs eyes, 
When airs of Paradife refrefh my brow. 

The earth in darknefs lies. 

X. 

In a purer clime 
My being fills with rapture-— waves of thought 
Roll in upon my fpirit— drains fublimc 

Break over me unibught. 

XI. 

Give me now my lyre 1 
I feel the ftrivings of a ^t divine ; 
Within my bofom glows unearthly fire 

Lit by no fkill of mine. 

Elizabeth Lloyd. 
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IV. 

THE BURIAL OF MOSES. 




Y Nebo's lovely mountain. 

On this fide Jordan's wave. 
In a vale of the land of Moab, 

There lies a lonely grave. 
But no man dug that fepulchre. 
And no one faw it e'er ; 
For the Angels of God upturned the fod. 
And laid the dead man there. 

That was the grandeft funeral 

That ever pafled on earth; 
But no man heard the trampling. 

Or faw the train go forth. 
Noiieleflly as the daylight 

Comes, when the night is done. 
Or the crimfon ftreak on Ocean's cheek 

Fades in the fettmg fun — 

Noifeleffly as the fpring time. 

Her creft of verdure waves. 
And all the trees on all the hills 

Open their thoufand leaves ; 
So, without found of mufic. 

Or voice of them that wept. 
Silently down from the mountain's crown 

That grand proceffion fwept. 
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Perchance fbme bald old eagle. 

On gray Beth-Peor's height. 
Out of his rocky eyrie. 

Looked on the wondrous fight ; 
Perchance fome lion, fialking. 

Still ihuns the hallowed {pot ; 
For beafl and bird have feen and heard 

That which man knoweth not. 

But when the warrior dieth. 

His comrades in the war. 
With arms reverfed and muffled drums* 

Follow the funeral car ; 
They ihow the banners taken. 

They tell his battles won, 
' And after him lead his matchlefs ileed. 

While peals the minute gun. 

Amid the nobleft of the land 

They lay the (age to reft j 
And give the bard an honoured place. 

With coftly marble dreft ; 
In the great minfter's tranfept high. 

Where lights like glories fall. 
While the fweet choir fings, and the organ rings 

Along the emblazoned wall. 

This was the braveft warrior 

That ever buckled fword ; 
This the moft gifted poet 

That ever breathed a word ; 
And never earth's philofopher 

Traced with his golden pen. 
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Ou the deathlefs page, words half fo fage 
As he wrote down for men. 

And had he not high honour ? 

The hill-fide for his pall. 
To lie in ftate while angels wait. 

With ftars for tapers tall ; 
The dark rock-pines, like toffing plumes. 

Over his bier to wave. 
And God's own hand, in that lovely land. 

To lay him in the grave ? 

In that deep grave without a name. 

Whence his uncoffined clay 
Shall break again — moft wondrous thought ! — 

Before the judgment day ; 
And ftand with glory wrapped around. 

On the hills he never trod. 
And {peak of the ftrife that won our life. 

Through Chrift th' Incarnate God. 

O iilent tomb in Moab's land, 

O dark Beth-Peor's hill. 
Speak to thefe curious hearts of ours. 

And teach them to be ftill ! 
God hath His mysteries of grace, 

Ways that we cannot tell ; 
He hides them deep, like the facred fleep 

Of him He loved fo well. 

C, F, A. 
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V. 

DEPARTED FRIENDS. 

RIEND after friend departs ; 
Who hath not loft a friend ? 
There is no union here of hearts 

That finds not here an end ; 
Were this frail world our final reft. 
Living or dying none were bleft. 

Beyond the flight of time — 

Beyond the reign of death — 
There fiirely is fomc blefled clime 

Where life is not a breath. 
Nor life's aM£tions traniient fire, 
Whofe iparks fly upward and expire ! 

There is a world above. 

Where parting is unknown — 
A long eternity of love 

Formed for the good alone ; 
And feith beholds the dying here 
Tranflated to that glorious fphere. 

Thus ftar by ftar declines. 

Till all are paft away ; 
As morning high and higher ftiines 

To pure and perfeft day : 
Nor fink thofe ftars in empty night. 
But hide themfelves in Heaven's own light. 

James MoNTGOMERr. 
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VI. 

THE DEPARTED MISSIONARY. 

HOU art gone to the grave! but we 
will not deplore thee. 
Though fbrrows and darknefs en- 
compafs the tomb ; 
The Saviour has pafled through its 
portal before thee. 
And the lamp of His love is thy guide through the 
gloom! 

Thou art gone to the grave ! we no longer behold thee. 
Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy fide; 

But the wide arms of Mercy are fpread to enfold thee. 
And finners may die, for the Sinless has died ! 

Thou art gone to the grave ! and, itsmanfion fbrfaking. 
Perchance thy weak fpirit in fear lingered long ; 

But the mild rays of Paradife beamed on thy waking. 
And the found which thou heardft was the Sera- 
phim's fong ! 

Thou art gone to the grave ! but we will not deplore 

thee, 

Whofe God was thy ranfbm, thy guardian and guide : 

He gave thee. He took thee, and He will reftore thee ; 

And death has no fling, for the Saviour has died ! 

Bishop Hebeb. 
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vn. 
THE DEPARTED CHILD, 

ND haft thou (ought thy heavenly home. 
Our fond, dear boy ; 
The realms where forrow dare not 
come. 
Where life is joy ? 
Pure at thy death as at thy birth. 
Thy ipirit caught no taint from earth, 
Ev*n by its blifs we meet our dearth, 

CafaWappy! 

Defpair was in our laft farewell. 

As clofed thine eye ; 
Tears of our anguifh may not tell 

When thou didft die; 
Words may not paint our grief for thee. 
Sighs are but bubbles on the iea 
Of our un^thomed agony, 

Cafa Wappy ! 

Thou wert a vifion of delight. 

To blefs us ^ven ; 
Beauty embodied to our fight, 

A type of Heaven : 
So dear to us thou wert, thou art, 
Ev'n lefs thine own felf, than a part. 
Of mine, and of thy mother's heart, 

CafaWappy! 
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Thy bright brief day knew no declmc, 

'Twas cloudlefs joy ; 
Sunriie and night alone were thine> 

Beloved boy ! 
This mom beheld thee blithe and gay, 
That found thee proftrate in decay j 
And ere a third fhone, clay was clay, 
Cafa Wappy ! 

Gem of our hearth, our houfehold pride. 

Earth's undefiled ; 
Could love have faved, thou hadft not died. 

Our dear, fweet child ! 
Humbly we bow to fate's decree. 
Yet had we hoped that time fhould fee 
Thee mourn for us, not us for thee, 

Cafa Wappy! 

Do what I may, go where I will. 

Thou meet'ft my fight ; 
There doft thou glide before me ftill — 

A form of light. 
I feel thy breath upon my cheek, 
I fee thee fmile, I hear thee fpeak. 
Till oh ! my heart is like to break, 

Cafa Wappy ! 

Ev'n to the lafl, thy every word. 

To glad, to grieve. 
Was fweet, as fweetefl fong of bird. 

On fummer's eve ; 



,y Google 



130 Wbt iDepatteb €Ul^. 

In outward beauty undecayed^ 
Death o'er thy fpirit call no ihade^ 
And like the rainbow thou didft fade^ 
Cafa Wappy! 

We mourn for thee when blind blank night 

The chamber fills ; 
We pine for thee when mom's firft light 

Reddens the hills : 
The fun^ the moon« the ftars^ the fea» 
All, to the wall-flower and wild pea. 
Are changed ; we faw the world through thee, 
Cafa Wappy! . 

And though, perchance, a finile may gleam 

Of cafual mirth. 
It doth not own, whatever may feem. 

An inward birth. 
We mifs thy fmall ftep on the ftair. 
We mils thee at thine evening prayer ; 
All day we mifs thee, everywhere, 

Cafa Wappy ! 

Snows muffled earth when thou didfl go. 

In life's fpring-bloom, 
Down to the appointed houfe below — 

The silent tomb. 
But now the green leaves on the tree. 
The cuckoo, and '* the bufy bee," 
Return — but with them bring not thee, 
Cafa Wappy ! 
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'Tis fo ; but can it be — (while flowers 

Revive again) — 
Man's doom, in death that wc and ours 

For aye remain ? 
Oh ! can it be, that, o'er the grave. 
The gr'afs renewed fhould yearly wave. 
Yet God forget our child to fave ? 

Cafa Wappy ! 

It cannot be ; for were it fo. 

Thus man could die, 
Life were a mockery — thought were woe — 

And truth a lie; 
Heaven were a coinage of the brain — 
Religion frenzy — virtue vain — 
And all our hopes to meet again, 

Cafa Wappy! 

Yes, 'tis fweet balm to our defpair. 

Fond, faireft boy. 
That Heaven is God's, and thou art there 

With Him in joy : 
There paft are death and all its woes ; 
There beauty's ftream for ever flows 5 
And pleafure's day no funfet knows, 

Cafa Wappy ! 

Farewell, then, for a while, farewell. 

Pride of my heart ; 
It cannot be that long we dwell 

Thus torn apart : 

K 2 
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Time's fhadows like the fhuttlc flee. 
And dark howe'er life's night may be. 
Beyond the grave I'll meet with thee, 

Cafa Wappy ! Moir. 




vni. 

THE PASTOR. 

IVE me the Prieft thefe graces (hall 
pofliefs: — 
Of an Ambaflador the firft addrefs ; 
A Father's tendemefs ; a Shepherd's 
care; 

A Leader's courage, who the crofs can bear ; 
A Ruler's awe ; a watchman's wakeful eye ; 
A Pilot's Ikill, the helm in ftorms to ply 5 
A Fifher's patience, and a Labourer's toil; 
A Guide's dexterity to difembroil ; 
A Prophet's infpiration from above, 
A Teacher's knowledge, and a Saviour's love. 

Bishop Ken. 




IX. 

THE PASTOR. 

OLINESS on the head ; 

Light and perfedtions on the breaft; 
Harmonious bells below, railing the 
dead. 
To lead them unto life and reft ; — 
Thus are true Aarons dreft. 
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Profanenefs in my head 5 
Defefts and darknefs in my breaft ; 
A noife of paffions ringing me, for dead. 
Unto a place where is no reft,— 

Poor Prieft ! thus am I dreft. 

Only another Head 
I have ; another heart and breaft ; 
Another muiic, making live, not dead ! 
Without Whom I could have no reft : — 
In Him I am well dreft. 

Chrift is my only head ; 
My alone, only heart and breaft ; 
My only mufic, ftriking me e'en dead. 
That to the old man I may reft. 

And be in Him new dreft. 

So, holy in my head 5 
Perfed^ and light in my dear breaft ; 
My doftrine tuned by Chrift, who is not dead. 
But lives in me, while I do reft : — 
Come, people ; Aaron's dreft. 

George Herbert. 
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X. 

THE PASTOR. 

HUS to relieve the wretched was his 
pride. 

And e'en his failings leanM to virtue's 
fide; 

But in his duty prompt, at every call 
He watched and wept, he prayed and felt for all : 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries 
To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the ikies. 
He tried each art, reproved each dull delay. 
Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
At Church, with meek and unaffefted grace. 
His looks adorned' the venerable place; 
Truth from his lips prevailed with double sway. 
And fools, who came to feoff, remained to pray. 
His ready finile a parent's warmth exprefled. 
Their welfare pleafed him, and their cares diftreffed : 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given. 
But all his ferious thoughts had reft in Heaven. 
As fome tall cliff, that lifts its awful form. 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ftorm. 
Though round its breaft the rolling clouds are fpread. 
Eternal funfhine fettles on its head. 

GoLDSMrTH. 
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LOVE. 

EEK and lowly, pure and holy. 
Chief amongft the blefled three. 

Turning fadnefs into gladnefs. 
Heaven-born art thou. Charity ! 



Pity dwelleth in thy bofom, 

Kindnefs reigneth o'er thy heart. 

Gentle thoughts alone can fway thee. 
Judgment hath in thee no part. 

Hoping ever, failing never. 
Though deceived believing ftill. 

Long abiding, all confiding 
To thy Heavenly Father's will. 

Never weary of well doing. 

Never fearful of the end. 
Claiming all mankind as brothers. 

Thou doft all alike befriend. 
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LOVE. 

LL I feeU and hear, and fee, 

God of love, is full of Thee ! 
Earth with her ten thouland flowers - 
Air with all its beams and (howers- 
Ocean's infinite expanfe — 
Heaven's refplendent countenance — 
All around and all above. 
Hath this record — " God is love." 

Sounds among the vales and hills. 
In the woods and by the rills. 
Of the breeze and of the bird. 
By the gentle fummer ftirred ; — 
All thefe fongs, beneath, above — 
Have one burden — ''God is love." 

All the hopes and fears that ftart 
From the fountain of the heart ; 
All the quiet blifs that lies 
In our human fympathies ; — 
Thefe are voices from above 
Sweetly whiipering — '*God is love." 
All I feel and hear and fee — 
God of love, is full of Thee. 

Rev. J. R. Taylor. 
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XIU. 

LOVE. 

HEY fin who tell us love can die — 
With life all other paffions fly. 

All others are but vanity. 
In Heaven Ambition cannot dwell. 
Nor Avarice in the vaults of Hell ; 
Earthly thefe paffions of the Earth, 
They perifh where they have their birth. 

But love is indeftruftible — 

Its holy flame for ever burneth. 

From Heaven it came, to Heaven retumeth ; 

Too oft on earth a troubled gueft. 

At times deceived, at times oppreft. 

It here is tried and purified. 

Then hath in Heaven its perfedl reft ; 

It foweth here with toil and care. 

But the harveft time of Love is there. 

Oh ! when a Mother meets on high 
The Babe ftie loft in infimcy. 
Hath ftie not then, for pains and fears. 
The day of woe, the watchful night. 
For all her forrow, all her tears. 
An overpayment of delight f 

SOUTHEY. 
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XIV. 

LOVE. 

Y Joy, my Life, my Crown ! 
My heart was meaning all the day. 

Somewhat it fain would fay ; 
And ftiU it nmneth mutt'ring up and 
down. 
With only this. My Joy, my Life, my Crown! 

Yet fhght not thefe few words ; 
If truly faid, they may take part 

Among the beft in art. 
The finenefTe which a hymne or pfalmc affords, 
Is, when the foul unto the lines accords. 

He who craves all the mindc 
And all the foul, and flrength, and time. 

If the words onely rhyme, 
JufUy complains, that fomewhat is behinde 
To make his verfe, or write a hymne in kinde. 

Whereas if th' heart be moved. 
Although the verfe be fomewhat fcant, 

God doth fupplie the want. 
As when th' heart fays (fighing to be approved) 
Oh, could I love ! and fbps 5 God writeth Loved. 
George Herbert. 
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XV. 



LOVE. 




SWEET but folitary beam. 
An emanation from above. 
Glimmers o'er life's uncertain dream — 
We hail that beam, and call it Love — 
But fainter than the pale flar's ray 
Before the noontide blaze of day. 
And lighter than the viewlefs fand 
Beneath the wave that fweeps the ftrand. 
Is all of Love that man can know — 
All that in angel-breafb can glow — 
Compared, O Lord of Hofts ! with Thine — 
Eternal — fethomlefs — divine ! 
That love — whofe praife with quenchlefs fire 
Inflames the bleft feraphic choir ; 
Where perfeft rapture reigns above. 
And Love is all — for Thou art Love ! 

Dale. 




XVI. 

LIFE. 

MAN, confider thou^tfuUy, 
How we, the fmall fands, pals away. 

For thou art paffing too ! 
Gentiy and by degrees. 
Thus thou too mull decreafe ; 

Thy days and years how few ! 
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We fall indeed quite lightly; 
But daily (till, and nightly. 

We never ceafe to run. 
And when the laft of all 
Our little grains fhall fall, 

71y latefl hour is done ! 



Tholuck. 




LIFE. 

OW fwiftly glide life's tranfient fcenes 
away! 

" Like vernal leaves men flourifh and 
decay." 

Thus fung, in days of yore, the Chian 
bard; 
This maxim all have heard, but none regard. 
None keep in mind this falutary truth, 
Hope flill furvives, that flatters us in youth. 
What fruitlefs fchemes amufe our blooming years ! 
The man in health, nor age, nor ficknefs fears ; 
Nay, youth's and life's contra£led fpace forgot. 
Scarce thinb. that death will ever be his lot. 
But thou thy mind's fan* bias flill obey. 
Nor from the paths of virtue ever flray. 

SiMONIDES. 
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XVIII. 

LIFE. 




ET not the ftealing god of fleep furprife. 
Nor creep in flumbers on thy weary 

eyes. 
Ere every a£Uon of the former day 
Stri6Uy thou doft and righteoufly furvey. 
With reverence at thy own tribunal fland. 
And aniwer juilly to thy own demand. 
Where have I been ? In what have I tranlgrefled ? 
What good, or ill, has this day's life exprefled ? 
Where have I failed in what I ought to do ? 
In what to God, to man, or to myfelf I owe ? 
Inquire fevere ; whatever from firft to laft. 
From morning's dawn till evening's gloom has paft. 
If evil were thy deeds, repenting mourn. 
And let thy foul with ftrong remorfe be torn. 
If good, the good with peace of mind repay. 
And to thy fecret felf with pleafure fay, 
** Rejoice, my heart, for all went well to-day." 

Pythagoras. 



XIX. 

LIFE. 

IKE to the Ming of a flar 
Or as the flight of eagles are. 
Or like the frefh fpring's gaudy hue 
Or filver drops of morning dew. 
Or like a wind that chafes the flood. 
Or bubbles which on water flood : 
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Even fach is man, whoie borrowed light 
Is ftraight called in, and paid to-night. 
The wind blows oat, the bubble dies. 
The fpring entombed in Autumn lies. 
The dew dries up, the ftar is Ihot, 
The flight is paft — and man forgot. 

Henrt King, 1612. 



XX. 

LIFE. 

ELL me not in moumfbl numbers, 
*' life is but an empty dream ! '* 

For the foul is dead that flumbers. 
And things are not what they feem. 



Life is real ! life is eamefl ! 

And the grave is not its goal ; 
" Dull thou art, to duft retumeft," 

Was not fpoken of the fouL 

Not enjoyment and not fbrrow. 

Is our deftined end or way ; 
But to a£l, that each to-morrow 

Find us ferther than to-day. 

Art is long, and Time is fleedng. 

And our hearts, though ftout and brave. 

Still, like muffled drums, are beating. 
Funeral marches to the grave. 
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In the world's broad field of battle. 

In the bivouac of life. 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle ! 

Be a hero in the ftrife ! 

Truft no Future, however pleafant ! 

Let the dead Paft bury its dead ! 
Aft,— » ad in the living Prefent! 

Heart within, and God o'erhead. 

Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives fublime. 

And, departing) leave behind us 
Footprints on the fands of time ; 

Footprints, that perhaps another. 
Sailing o'er life's folenm main, 

A forlorn and fhipwrecked brother. 
Seeing, ihall take heart again. 

Let us then be up and doing. 
With a heart for any fate ; 

Still achieving, ftill purfuing. 
Learn to labour and to wait. 



Longfellow. 
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Beatjb* 



XXI. 

DEATH. 




ITAL fpark of Heavenly flame. 
Quit, oh, quit this mortal frame. 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying, 
O, the pain, the blifs of dying ! 
Ceafe, fond nature, ceafe thy ftrife. 
And let me languifh into life. 

Hark they whifper ; Angels fay, 
** Sifter Spirit, come away ! " 
What is this abforbs me quite ? 
Steals my fenfes, fhuts my flght ? 
Drowns my fpirit, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my foul, can this be death ? 

The world recedes ; it difappears ; 
Heaven opens on my eyes ; my ears 

With founds feraphic ring ; 
Lend, lend your wings ! I mount ! I fly ! 
O Grave ! where is thy vidlory ? 

O Death ! where is thy fting ? 

Pope. 



,y Google 




Beatj^* 145 



XXII. 

DEATH. 

HIGH is the happicft death to die? 
'* Oh ! " faid one, « if I might choofe. 
Long at the gate of blifs would I lie ; 
And feaft my fpirit, ere it fly. 
With bright celeftial views. 
Mine were a lin^ring death without pain, 
A death which all might love to fee ; 
And mark how bright and fweet would be 
The vidlory I Ihould gain. 

** Fain would I catch a hymn of love 
From the angels* harps which ring above ; 
And fing it, as my parting breath 
Quivered and expired in death ; 
So that thofe on earth might hear 
The harp-notes of another fphere. 
And mark, when nature feints and diet. 
What fprings of heavenly life arife. 
And gather, from the death they view, 
A ray of hope to light them through. 
When they fhould be departing too." 

" No," faid another ; " fo not I ; 
Sudden as thought is the death I would die ; 
I would fiiddenly lay my fhackles by. 
Nor bear a fingle pang at parting. 
Nor fee the tear of forrow ftarting ; 
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Nor hear the quivering lips that blefs me. 
Nor feel the hands of love that prefs me. 
Nor the frame with mortal terror fhaking. 
Nor the heart where love's foft bands are breaking 

** So would I die — 
All blifs without a pang to cfoud it. 
All joy without a pain to fhroud it ; 
Not flain, but caught up, as it were. 
To meet my Saviour in the air ; 

So would I die. 
Oh ! how bright were the realms of light, 
Burfting at once upon my fight ; 

Even fo, I long tp go, — 
Thefe parting hours how fad and flow ! " 

His voice grew weak, and fixed was his eye. 
As if gazing on vifions of ecfiaiy ; 
The hue of his cheek and lips decayed. 
Around his mouth a fweet fmile played — 

They looked — he was dead ! — 

His ^irit had fled : 
Painlefs and fwift as his own defire. 
The foul undreft from her mortal veft. 
And ftepped in her car of heavenly fire ; 

And proved how bright 

Were the realms of light, 
Burfling at once upon the fight ! 

Edmeston. 



,y Google 



iWan. 147 



xxm. 

MAN. 




OW poor, how rich, how abjed, how 

auguft. 
How complicate, how wonderful is 

man! 
How paffing wonder He who made 

him fuch ! 
Who centred in our make fuch ftrange extremes ! 
From different natures, marvelloufly mixed. 
Connexion exquifite of diftant worlds ! 
Diflinguiihed link in being's endlefs chain ! 
Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 
A beam ethereal, fullied and abforbed ! 
Though fullied and difhonoured, ilill divine ! 
Dim miniature of greatnefs abfolute ! 
An heir of glory ! a frail child of dull ! 
Helplefs immortal ! infed infinite ! 
A worm ! a god ! — I tremble at myfclf. 
And in myfelf am loft. At home, a ftranger. 
Thought wanders up and down, furprifed, aghaft. 
And wondering at her own. How reaibn reels ! 
O what a miracle to man is man ! 
Triumphantly diftreffed ! what joy ! what dread ! 
Alternately tranfported and alarmed ! 
What can preferve my life ? or what deftroy ? 
An angel's arm can t fnatch me from the grave ; 
Legions of angels can't confine me there. 

Young. 
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XXIV. 

WOMAN. 

THOU ! by Heaven ordained to be 
The mifbefs of man's deftiny — 
From whofe fond lips one gentle figh. 
One look from whofe approving eye. 
Can raife or bend him to thy will. 
To virtue's nobleft heights, or worft extremes of ill : 

Be angel-minded, and deipife 
Thy fex*s little vanities — 
And let not paffion's lawlefs tide 
Thy better purpofe turn afide ; 
For woe awaits the lucklefs hour 
That leads to man's annoy thy Heaven-cntrufted 
power. 

Woman ! 'tis thine to cleanfe his heart 
From every grols unholy part ; 
Thine in domeftic folitude 
To teach him to be wife and good. 
His pattern guide and friend to be. 
To give him back the Heaven he forfeited for thee. 
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XXV. 

WOMAN, 

HE was a phantom of delight 
When firft fhc gleam'd upon my fight; 
A lovely apparition, fent 
To be a moment^s ornament; 
I faw her upon nearer view, 

A ipirit yet a woman too ! 

Her houfehold motions light and fi-ee. 

And fteps of virgin liberty ; 

A countenance in which did meet 

Sweet records, promifes as fweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food. 

For traniient fbrrows, fimple wiles, 

Praife, blame, love, kiffes, tears and fmiles. 

And now I fee with eye ferene 

The very pulfe of the machine ; 

A being breathing thoughtful breath, 

A traveller between life and death : 

The reafon firm, the temperate will. 

Endurance, forefight, ftrength, and fkiU ; 

A perfed woman, nobly pknn'd 

To warn, to comfort, and command ; 

And yet a fpirit ftill, and bright 

With fomething of an angel-light, 

Wordsworth. 
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XXVI. 

WOMAN. 

ONOUR to women! entwining and 

braiding 
Life's garland with rofes for ever un- 

In the veil of the graces all modeftly 
kneeling. 
Love's band with fweet fpells have they wreathed, 

have they bleffed. 
And tending with hands ever pure have carefled 
The flame of each holy, each beautiful feelmg. 

Ever truth's bright bounds outrages 

Man, and his wild fpirit ftrives ; 
Ever with each thought that changes. 

As the ftorm of paffion drives ; — 
With heart appeafed, contented never, 

Grafps he at the future's gleam ; 
Beyond the flars purfuing ever 

The reftlefs phantom of his dream. 

But the glances of women, enchantingly glowing. 
Their light woos the fugitive back, ever throwing 

A link round the prefent, that binds like a fpell — 
In the meek cottage home of the mother prefiding. 
All graces, all gentlenefs, round them abiding. 

As nature's true daughters, how fweetly they dwell ! 
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Man is ever warring, rufhing 

Onward through life*s ftormy way. 
Wild his fervour, fierce and crufliing. 

Knows he neither reft nor ftay: 
Creating, flaying — day by day 

Urged by paffion's fiiry brood, 
A hydra band, whofe heads, for aye. 

Fall, to be for aye renewed. 

But women, to fweet filent praifes refigning. 
Such hopes as affe6lion is ever enflirining. 

Pluck the moment's brief flowers as they wander 
along. 
More free in their limited range, richer ever. 
Than man, proudly foaring with fruitlefs endeavour. 

Through the infinite circles of fcience and fong. 

Strong and proud, ahd felf-commending, 

Man's cold heart doth rarely move. 
To the gentler ipirit bending. 

To the god-like power of love ; 
Knows not foul-exchange fo tender. 

Tears, by other's tears confefled ; 
Life's dark combats fteel and render 

Harder his obdurate breaft ! 

Oh, wakened like harp, and as gently refembling 
Its murmuring chords to the night- breezes trembling. 

Breathes woman's fond foul, and as feelingly too. 
Touched lightly, touched deeply, for ever flie borrows 
Grief itfelf from the image of grief, and her forrows 

Ever gem her foft eyes with Heaven's holieft dew. 

L 4 
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Man, of power defjxjtic lord. 

In power doth infolently trull ; 
Scythia argues with the fword, 

Perfia, crouchmg, bites the dull. 
In their fiuy fights engaging. 

Combat Ipoilers wild and dread. 
Strife, and war, and havoc raging. 

Where the charities have fled. 

But gently entreating, and fweedy beguiling. 
Woman reigns while the graces around her are fmil- 
ing. 
Calming down the fierce difcord of hatred and 
pride ; 
Teaching all whom the llrife of wild palfions would 

fever. 
To unite in one bond, and with her, and for ever. 
All hopes, each emotion, they elfe had denied. 

Schiller. 
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XXVII. 

THE CORAL ISLE. 

SAW the Kving pile afcend. 

The Maufoleum of its archite£b ; 

Still dying upwards as their labours 
clofed. 

Slime the material^ but the ilime was 
turned 
To adamant by their petrific touch. 
Frail were their frames, ephemeral their lives. 
Their mafonry imperiihable. All 
Life's needful funftions, food, exertion, reft. 
By nice economy of Providence, 
Were overniled to carry on the procels. 
Which out of water brought forth folid rock. 
Atom by atom — thus the mountain grew, 
A coral ifland, ftretching eaft and weft. 

Compared with this amazing edifice, 

Raifed by the weakeft creatures in exiftence. 
What are the works of intelledlual man. 
His temples, palaces, and fepulchres ? 
Duft in the balance, atoms in the gale. 
Compared with thcfe achievements in the deep. 
Were all the monuments of olden time. 
— The Pyramids would be mere pinnacles. 
The giant ftatues wrought from rocks of granite. 
But puny ornaments for fuch a pile 
As this ftupendous mound of catacombs. 
Filled with dry munmiies of the builder, worms. 
James Montgomery. 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



154 



mt M»\t f^m. 




xxvin. 
THE MOLE HILL. 

ELL me, thou dull beneath my feet. 
Thou dull that once hadfl breath — 

Tell me how many mortals meet. 
In this fmall hill of death? 



By wafting winds and flooding rains. 
From occan> earth, and Iky ; 

Collefted here, the frail remains 
Of flumbering millions lie. 

The mole that fcoops, with curious toil. 

Her fubterranean bed. 
Thinks not Ihe ploughs fb rich a foil. 

And mines among the dead. 

But oh ! where'er ftie turns the ground. 

My kindred earth I fee ; 
Once every atom of this mound 

lived, breathed, and felt like me. 



Like me, thefe elder-born of clay 
Enjoyed the cheerful light ; 

Bpre the brief burden of a day 
And went to reft at night. 



,y Google 



®6f main Btoj- 155 

Methinks this duft yet heaves with breath. 

Ten thoufand pulfes beat ; 
Tell me, in this fmall hill of death. 

How many mortals meet? 

James Montgomery. 



XXIX. 

THE RAIN DROP. 

HAT if each drop of rain fhould plead. 

So imall a drop as I 
Can ne'er refreih the thirfty glebe; 
I'll tarry in the iky ? 



What if each little ray at noon 
Should in its fountain flay ; 

Becaufe its feeble light alone 
Cannot create a dzy ? 

Doth not each rain-drop help to form 
The cool refrefhing (hower ; 

And every ray of light to warm 
And beautify the flower ? 
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XXX, 

THE FALLING LEAF. 




EE ! the leaves around us Ming, 
Dry and withered to the ground ; 

Thus to thoughtlefs mortals calling. 
In a fad and folemn found : 



** Sons of Adam (once in Eden 
Where, like us, ye blighted fell), 

Hear the leffon we are reading, 
Mark the awful truths we tell. 

** Youth, on length of days prefuming. 
Who the paths of pleafure tread. 

View us late in beauty blooming. 
Numbered now among the dead. 

** What though yet no lofFes grieve you. 
Gay with health and many a grace ; 

Let not cloudlefs fldes deceive you. 
Summer gives to autumn place. 

** Yearly in our courfe returning, 

MefFengers of fhorteft ftay. 
Thus we preach this truth concerning. 

Heaven and Earth fhall pafs away. 
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** On the tree of life eternal. 

Oh let all our hopes be laid ! 
This alone, for ever vernal. 

Bears a leaf that fhall not fede." 

Bishop Horne. 



XXXI. 



THE LAST MAN IN SIR JOHN FRANK- 
LIN'S EXPEDITION, 




HEY have fallen one by one ; 
The laft, but one, to-day — 
God ! am I left, alone. 

To track this weary way ; 
My weary way to the River, 
The haven where I would be ? 
But, alas ! heart-flruck I fhiver — 

I can never attain the fea ! 
I am touching his lifelefs head, 

A waif on this defolate fhore ; 
I am killing the laft of the dead — 
Shall I fee man's fece no more ? 
Cold, Cold, Cold, 
But mine hour is not yet told I 
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II. 

In mine ear the terrible rofh. 

The thundering rufli of the floe ; 
And the fliriek of her ribs in the grinding crufli. 

And the good fhip in her throe. 
In mine heart, their mute defpair. 

And the groans of our wailing knell. 
As the death-call fwooped through the pitilefs air. 

And the pale men drooped and fell. 
Where they fell, they lay ; 

Not a knee rofe more to the light ; 
The reeling and fhrunken clay 

Sank at once into icy night ! 
Cold, Cold, Cold, 
And mine hour is yet untold ! 

m. 

Mine eydids bum ; congeals 

My brain within its cell ; 
And the fcalding tear-drop fleals 

From an overflowing well ; 
For I dream of fond hearts at home, 

I think of the brave that are gone ; 
As I gaze at this ftar-lit dome. 

And flagger from fbne to ftone. 
We were two but yeftemight. 

And, Hiint, to this welcome fbd 
I've crawled, till he's out of fight — 

And there's no one near but God! 
Cold, Cold, Cold, 
And mine hour is nearly told ! 
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IV. 

When they cwne, for come they will. 

Nor fearch this coaft in vain. 
They will find us fleeping ftiU, 

On its lone unfriendly plain ; 
But none fhall ever know. 

Till the Great Day comes at laft ; 
Our griefs in thefe realms of fnow, 

And the horrors of the Paft ! 
For I fink on this iktsi beach ; 

I have prayed with my lateft breath ; 
And my ftruggles will only reach 

The River of Life, in Death ! 
Cold, Cold, icy Cold, 
And mine own laH hour is told ! 



B. P. 



XXXII. 

THE CHURCH-YARD. 

HE Curfew tolls the knell of parting 
day; 
The lowing herd winds flowly o'er 
the lea ; 
The ploughman homeward plods his 
weary way. 
And leaves the world to darkneis and to me. 




Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight. 
And all the air a folemn ftillneis holds — 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight. 
And drowfy tinklings lull the diilant folds. 
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Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ihade. 
Where heaves the turf m many a mouldering heap. 

Each in his narrow cell for ever kid. 
The rude forefiithers of the hamlet fleep. 

Let not Ambition mock their uiefiil toil. 
Their homely ways and deftiny obfcure — 

Nor Grandeur hear with a difdamful fmile. 
The fhort and fimple Annals of the poor. 

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave. 

Alike await the inevitable hour ; 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 



Can ftoried urn, or animated buft. 
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath ? 

Can Honour's voice provoke the filent duft. 
Or Flattery foothe the dull cold ear of death ? 

Perhaps in this neglected fpot is laid. 

Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire ; 

Hands that the rod of empire might have fwayed. 
Or waked to ecftafy the living lyre. 

But Elnowledge to their eyes her ample page. 
Rich with the fpoils of Time, did ne'er unroD ; 

Chill Penury reprefled their noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of the foul. 

Full many a gem of pureft ray ferene, 

The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear ; 

Full many a flower is born to blufli unfeen. 
And wafte its fweetnefs on the defert air. 
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Some village Hampden that with dauntlefs breaft. 
The litde tyrant of his fields withftood ; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft. 
Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country's blood. 

The applaufe of liftening ienates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to delpife — 

To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land. 
And read their hiftory in a nation's eyes. 

Their lot forbade; nor circumfcribed alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined; 

Forbad to wade through flaughter to a throne. 
And fhut the gates of mercy on mankind. 

Gray. 



XXXIII. 

THE CHURCH. 




HOUGH private prayer be a brave de- 
sign. 
Yet public hath more promises, more 
love; 
And love's a weight to hearts, to eyes 
a fign. 
We are all but cold fuitors ; let us move 
Where it is warmeft. Leave thy fix and feven ; 
Pray with the moft; for where moft pray, is 
Heaven. 

M 
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When once thy foot enters the Churchy be bare ; 

God is more there than thou ; for thou art there 
Only by His permiffion. Then beware. 

And make thyfelf all reverence and fear. 
Kneeling ne'er fpoiled filk flocking; quit thy ftate: 
All equal are within the Church's gate. 

Refort to fermons, but to prayers moil ; 

Praying'* the end of preaching. Oh, be dreft ; 
Stay not for the other pin. Why, thou haft loft 

A joy for it worth worlds. Thus hell doth jeft 
Away thy bleffings, and extremely flout thee. 
Thy clothes being feft, but thy foul loofe about thee. 

In time of fervice feal up both thine eyes. 

And fend them to thine heart, that fpying fin. 

They may weep out the ftains by tkem that riie, 
Thofe doors being fliut, all by the ears comes in. 

Who marks in Church-time others' fymmetry, 

Marks all their beauty his deformity. 

Let vain or bufy thoughts have there no part ; 

Bring not thy plough, thy plots, thy pleafure 
thither ; 
Chrift purged His Temple, fo muft thou thy heart ; 

All worldly thoughts are but thieves met together 
To cozen thee. Look to thy adion well. 
For Churches either are our Heaven or Hell. 

Judge not the preacher, for he is thy judge ; 
If thou millike him, thou conceiv*ft him not; 
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God calleth preaching folly. Do not grudge 
To pick out treafures from an earthen pot. 
The worft fpeak fomething good ; if all want fenfe^ 
God takes a text, and preacheth patience. 

He that gets patience, ^d the bleffing which 
Preachers conclude with, hath not loft his pains ; 

He that by being at Church efcapes the ditch 
Which he might fall in by companions, gains. 

He that loves God's abode, and to combine 

With faints on earth, fhall one day with them fhine. 

G. Herbert. 



XXXIV. 

THE CHRISTIAN. 




OW fine has the day been, how bright 
was the fun ! 
How lovely and joyfid the courie that 

he run! 
Though he rofe in a mift, when his 
race he begun. 
And there followed ibme droppings of rain. 
But now the feir travellers come to the Weft, 
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are beft ; 
He paints the fky gay, as he finks to his reft. 
And foretells a bright rifing again. 

Juft fuch is the Chriftian ! His courfe he begins. 
Like the fun in a mift, when he mourns for his 
fins, 
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And melts into tears^ then he breaks out and fhines^ 

And travels his Heavenly way. 
But when he comes nearer to finifh his race. 
Like a fine fetting fun, he looks richer in grace ; 
And gives a fure hope at the end of his days. 

Of rifing in brighter array. 

Watts. 



XXXV. 

CONTENTMENT. 

OME murmur when their Iky is clear. 
And wholly bright to view. 
If one fmall ipeck of dark appear. 
In their great heaven of blue ; 
And fome with thankful love are 
filled. 
If but one ftreak of light. 
One ray of God's great mercy gild 
The darkneis of their night. 

In palaces are hearts that alk. 

In difcontent and pride. 
Why life is fuch a dreary talk. 

And all good things denied ? 
And hearts in pooreft huts admire 

How love has, in their aid, 
(Love that not ever fcems to tire,) 

Such rich provifion made. 

Trench. 
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XXXVI. 

CONTENTMENT. 

E that is down needs fear no falj. 
He that is low, no pride : 

He that is humble ever fhall 
Have God to be his guide. 



I am content with what I have. 

Little be it, or much ; 
And, Lord, contentment Hill I crave, 

Becaufe Thou faveft fuch. 

Fulnefs to fuch a burden is. 

That go on pilgrimage ; 
Here little, and hereafter blifs. 

Is beft for age to age. 

BUNYAN. 
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xxxvn. 
HUMILITY. 

HE bird that foars on higheft wing. 

Builds on the ground her lowly neft; 
And fhe that doth moft fweetly fing. 
Sings in the fhade when all things 
reft. 

In lark and nightingale we fee 
What honour hath humility. 

When Mary chofe *' the better part," 

She meekly fat at Jefus' feet ; 
And Lydia's gently-opened heart 

Was made for God*Sr own temple meet. 
Faireft and beft adorned is fhe 
Whofe clothing is humility. 

The faint that wears the brighteft crown. 

In deepeft adoration bends ; 
The weight of glory bows him down 

Then moft when moft his foul afcends ; 
Neareft the throne itfelf muft be 
The footftool of humility. 

James Montgomery. 
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xxxvm. 
SOLITUDE. 




AM monarch of all I furvey. 

My right there is none to difpute, 
From the centre all round to the fea, 

I am Lord of the fowl and the brute. 
O folitude ! where are the charms 
That fages have ieen in thy face ? 
Better dwell in the mid ft of alarms. 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

I am out of humanity's reach, 

I muft finifh my journey alone. 
Never hear the fweet mufic of fpeech, — 

I ftart at the found of my own. 
The beafls that roam over the plain. 

My form with indifference fee. 
They are fo unacquainted with man. 

Their tamenefs is (hocking to me. 

Society, friendfliip, and love. 

Divinely beftowed upon man, 
O, had I the wings of a dove. 

How foon would I tafte you again ! 
My forrows I then might affuage 

In the ways of religion and truth. 
Might learn from the wifdom of age. 

And be cheer'd by the (allies of youth. 

M4 

Digitized by Google 



i68 SboHttOre. 



Religion ! what treafures untold 

Refides in that heavenly 'word ! 
More precious than filver and gold. 

Or ought that this earth can afford. 
But the found of the church-going bell 

Thefe valleys and rocks never heard. 
Never figh'd at the found of a knell. 

Or fmiled when a Sabbath appeared. 

Ye winds that have made me your iport. 

Convey to this defolate fhore 
Some cordial, endearing report 

Of a land I (hall vilit no more. 
My friends, — do they now and then fend 

A wifh or a thought after me ? 
O tell me I yet have a friend. 

Though a friend I am never to fee. 

How fleet is the glance of the mind ! 

Compared with the fpced of its flight. 
The tempeft itfelf lags behind. 

And the fwift-winged arrows of light. 
When I think of my own native land. 

In a moment I feem to be there. 
But alas ! recolledtion at hand 

Soon hurries me back to defpair. 

But the fea fowl is gone to her neft. 
The beaft is laid down in his lair. 

Even here is a feafon of reft. 
And I to my cabin repair. 
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There's mercy in every place. 
And mercy encouraging thought ! 

Gives even affliction a grace. 
And reconciles man to his lot. 

COWPER. 



XXXIX. 

SOLITUDE. 




FT at the iilent, fhadowy clofe of day. 
When the hulhed grove has fung its 

parting lay ; 
When penfive twilight in her dufky 
car. 

Slowly afcends, to meet the evening ftar ; 
Above, below, aerial murmurings fwell. 
From hanging wood, brown heath, and bufliy dell ; 
A thoufand namelefs rills, that fhun the light. 
Stealing foft mufic on the ear of night. 
So oft the finer movements of the foul. 
That fhun the iphere of pleafure's gay control. 
In the ftill fhades of calm feclufion rife. 
And breathe their fweet feraphic harmonies ! 

Rogers. 
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XL. 

RESIGNATION. 




HESE hearts, alas ! cleave to the duft 
By ftrong and endlefs ties ; 

Whilft every forrow cuts a firing. 
And urges us to rife. 



When heaven would kindly fet us free, 
And earth's enchantment end ; 

It takes the moft effedual way. 
And robs us of a friend. 

Refign, — and all the load of life 

That moment you remove ; 
Its heavy load, ten thoufand cares. 

Devolve on One above — 

Who bids us lay our burden down. 

On His almighty hand ; 
Softens our duty to relief. 

Our bleffings to command. 

Young. 
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xu. 
FAITH AND NATURE. 

E wept — 'twas Nature wept, — but 

Faith 
Can pierce beyond the gloom of death. 
And in yon world fo fair and bright. 
Behold thee in refulgent light. 

We mifs thee here, yet Faith would rather. 

Know thou art with thy Heavenly Father. 

Nature fees the body dead — 

Faith beholds the fpirit fled ; 

Nature flops at Jordan's tide — 

Faith beholds the other fide; 

That but hears farewell and fighs — 

This, thy welcome in the fides ; 

Nature mourns a cruel blow — 

Faith afTures it is not fo ; 

Nature never fees thee more — 

Faith but fees thee gone before ; 

Nature tells a difmal flory — 

Faith has vifions full of glory ; 

Nature views the change with fadnefs — 

Faith contemplates it with gladnefs ; 

Nature murmurs — Faith gives meeknefs; 

** Strength is perfeftcd in weaknefs." 

Nature writhes and hates the rod — 

Faith looks up and bleffes God ; 
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Senfe looks downwards — Faith above; 
That fees harfhnefs — This fees love ; 
Oh ! let Faith vidorious be— 
Let it reign triumphantly ! 
But thou art gone ! not loft, but flown. 
Shall I then afk thee back, my own ? 
Back — and leave thy ipirit's brightnefs ? 
Back — and leave thy robes of whitenefs ? 
Back — and leave thine angel mould ? 
Back— and leave thofe ftreets of gold? 
Back — and leave the Lamb who feeds thee ? 
Back — from founts to which He leads thee ? 
Back — and leave thy Heavenly Father? 
Back — to earth and iin ? * Nay, rather 
Would I live in folitude ! 
I would not alk thee, if I could ; 
But patient wait the high decree. 
That calls my fpirit home to thee ! 



XLII. 

THE DEAF AND DUMB, 




IK 



OW the bright fpring comes forth to 

clothe the trees. 
And her foft-iighing whifpers in the 

breeze ; 
The liquid warblings, from a thoufand 
throats. 
Pour on the perfumed air their richeft notes ; 
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The gufh of many ftreams comes o*er the foul. 
The harmonies of nature paft me roll, — 

But the deaf hear them not ! 

It is a Sabbath morn ; and many feet 
Hailen, thro' funny paths, their God to meet 
In His own temple — and on bended knee 
Tell Him their wants, and for His pardon pray ; 
To hear of all His love — to hear and feel. 
And fend their hearts up with the anthem's fwell, — 
But the dumb cannot fing ! 

Amid a bufy world they are alone. 
And to no kindred heart can make their moan ; 
The ipirit has no vent — Oh, who can tell 
The paffionate longing, or the ftruggling fwell. 
Of the imprifoned Eagle caged within. 
To burft its barriers, and its freedom win !— t 
But the dumb cannot ipeak. 

But there was One, who in His inmoft ibul. 
Sighed for the mute, and with His touch made whole. 
Teach them to know Him ! Soon His healing balm 
Sheds o'er the ftruggling foul a holy calm— . 
No longer defolate, for He is nigh. 
Oh ! pitying heart, that like thy Lord can figh. 
Pray for the deaf and dumb ! 

A day will come, when on the clofed ear 
The melodies of Heaven will burft fo clear, 
That the mute mourner's bounding heart fhall note. 
And vibrate to the chords that round him float — 
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The theme will give xh.t power — before unknown. 
And the full heart roll out the tide of fong, . 
Poured by the deaf and dumb. 




C.J. 



XLIII. 

THE SABBATH. 

ABBATH hours ! they come and go 
Like the fummer ftreamlet's flow. 
Bringing to the wafle relief^ 
Beautiful, but oh ! too brief; 
Sparkling in the golden ray. 

Iris-coloured — then away! 

Yet fertility is feen 

Frefher, where the flream hath been. 

Sabbath hours ! ye come between. 
Like an iflet's emerald green, 
Rifing o'er life's ftormy fea. 
Where its wearied ones may flee ; 
Catching, from its tide-waflied ftrand, 
Viiions of their father-land. 
Till they deem the foft winds come. 
Breathing melodies from home. 

May the Sabbath ever be. 
Harbinger of good to me ! 
Calling up my foul from earth — 
Fixing it on things of worth. 
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Swiftly do its funbeams fly. 
O'er this changing wintry fky : 
And, in Heaven's fabbatic bowers, 
I ihall praife Thee for thefe hours. 




XLIV. 

THE SABBATH. 

HERE'S mufic in the morning air, 

A holy voice and fweet. 
For calling to the Houfe of Prayer 

The humbleft peafant's feet. 
From hill and vale, and diftant moor. 
Long as the chime is heard. 
Each cottage fends its tenants poor. 
For God's enriching Word. 

Still where the Britifli power hath trod. 

The crofs of faith afcends j 
And like a radiant arch of God, 

The light of Scripture bends ! 
Deep in the foreft wildernefs. 

The wood-built Church is known ; 
A iheltering wing in man's diflrefs. 

Spread like the Saviour's own ! 

The warrior from his armed tent. 

The feaman from the tide — 
Par as the Sabbath chimes are fent. 

In Chriftian nations wide, — 



,y Google 



176 l^olg Sbomto, 

Thoufands and tens of thoufands bring 

Their forrows to His ihrine> 
And tafte the never- failing fpring 

Of Jefus' love divine ! 

If at an earthly chime the tread 

Of million, million feet. 
Approach where'er the Gofpel's read. 

In God's own temple feat ; 
How bleft the fight, from death's dark fleep. 

To fee God's faints arife. 
And countlefs hofls of angels keep 

The Sabbath of the Skies ! 




XLV. 

HOLY SORROW. 

Thou, that driefl the mourner's 

tear. 
How dark this world would be. 
If, when deceived and wounded here. 
We could not fly to Thee ! 



The friends, who in our funfhine live. 
When winter comes, are flown ; 

And he who has but tears to give 
Mufl weep thofe tears alone. 
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But Thou wilt heal the broken heart. 
Which, like the plants that throw 

Their fragrance from the wounded part. 
Breathes fweetnefs out of woe. 

When joy no longer foothes or cheers. 

And even hope, that threw 
A moment's fparkle o'er our tears. 

Is dimmed and vaniihed too. 

Oh ! who could bear life's ftormy doom. 

Did not Thy Word of love 
Come brightly bearing, through the gloom, 

A peace-branch from above ? 

Then forrow, touched by Thee, grows bright 

With more than rapture's ray. 
As darknefs fliows us worlds of light 

We could not fee by day. 

Thomas Moorb. 




XLVI. 

HOLY SORROW. 

HEN fore afflidlions crufli the foul. 
And riven is every earthly tie. 

The heart muft cling to God alone. 
He wipes the tear from ev'ry eye. 
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Through wakeful nights, when rack'd with pain, 

On bed of hmguifhing you lie. 
Remember (till your God is near. 

To wipe the tear from ev'ry eye. 

A few fliort years and all is o'er. 

Your forrow — pain — will foon pafs by ; 

Then lean in fkith on God's dear Son, 
He'll wipe the tear from ev'ry eye. 

Oh ! never be your foul caft down. 
Nor let your heart defponding figh; 

AfTur'd that God, whofe name is love. 
Will wipe the tear from ev'ry eye. 

Mrs. Mackinlay. 



XLVU, 

HOLY SORROW. 




HEN the fpark of life is waning. 
Weep not for me — 
When the languid eye is draining. 

Weep not for me. 
When the feeble pulfe is ceaiing. 
Start not at its fwift decreaiing, 
'Tis the fettered foul's releaiing ; 

Weep not for me. 
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When the pangs of death aiTail me. 

Weep not for me — 
Chrifl is mine. He cannot fail me, — 

Weep not for me. 
Yes, though fin and doubt endeavour 
From His love my foul to fever, 
Jefus is my ftrength — for ever ! 

Weep not for me. 

Dale. 



XLVin. 
HOLY SORROW. 

HEN thefe dark hours of earthly love 
And earthly pangs are o'er, 

Thefe lips Ihall blefs, thefe hands Ihall 
move, 
Thefe eyes Ihall look no more. 



Oh ! let no tear thine eyelid dim. 

O'er this pale form of clay ; 
But think I reft at peace with Him, 

Who wipes all tears away. 

Thefe lips transformed refound the words, 
" Hofanna to the Lamb !" — 

Thefe hands transfigured fweep the chords 
That praife the great '' I am." 
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Thefe hollow eyes but feem to fleep. 

For ah ! to them 'tis given 
One endlefs watch of blifs to keep. 

For they have waked in Heaven ! 

Robert McGhee. 



xux. 

HOLY SORROW. 




H ! deem not they are blefled alone, 
Whofe lives a peaceful tenor keep ; 

The Power who pities man has Ihown 
A bleffing for the eyes that weep. 



The light of fmiles ihall fill again 
The lid that overflows with tears ; 

And weary hours of woe and pain 
Are promifes of happy years. 

There is a day of funny reft. 

For every dark and troubled night ; 

And grief may bide, an evening gueft. 
But joy ihall come with early light. 

And thou, who o'er thy friend's low bier, 
Sheddeft the bitter drops like rain, 

Hope that a happier, brighter ihore. 
Will give him to thine arms again. 
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Nor let the good man's truft depart. 
Though life its common gifts deny. 

Though pierced and broken be his heart. 
And ipurn'd of men he goes to die. 

For God has mark'd each forrowing day. 

And number'd every fecret tear. 
And Heaven's long age' of blifs fliall pay 

For all its children fuffer here. 

Bryant. 



L. 

HOLY SORROW. 

S it not fweet to think hereafter. 

When the fpirit leaves this fphere. 
Love with deathlefs wing (hall waft 
her 
To thofe fhe long hath mourned for 
here ? 
Hearts from which 'twas death to fever. 

Eyes this world can ne'er reftore ; 
There as warm, as bright as ever. 
Shall meet us, and be loft no more ? 

When wearily we wander, afking 

Of Earth and Heaven, where are they 

Beneath whofe fmile we once lay balking, 
Bleft, and thinking blils would ftay ? 

N 3 

Digitized by Google 




i82 l^olg Sborroto. 

Hope ftill lifts her radiant finger. 

Pointing to the eternal home. 
Upon whofc portal yet they linger. 

Looking back for us to come ! 

Alas ! alas ! doth hope deceive us ? 

Shall friendfhip, love, and all thofe ties 
Which bind a moment, and then leave us. 

Be found again where nothing dies ? 
Oh ! if no other boon were given. 

To wean our hearts from wrong and ftain. 
Who would not feek to reach a Heaven, 

Where all we love fhall live again ? 

Thomas Moore. 



Ll. 

HOLY SORROW. 

FLOWER beheld a fUr above 
And longed to reach its airy love,— 
But longed in vain, a dew-drop fell 
Into its foft and fragrant cell — 
And then the ftar was imaged there, 
And gliding down from Heaven had come 
To find, on earth, a kindred home. 

A fpirit gazed on Heaven above. 
And longed to centre there its love, — 
But longed in vain, this funny world 
Still kept its fkyward pinions furled. 
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Earth's loves, and joys, and tender ties. 
Would never let that fpirit rife. 
Until the dew of fbrrow fell 
Into its deep and fecret cell; 
And then the ftar of heavenly love 
Looked from its throne of light above 
And backward that baptizing wave 
Its luflrous beams miruffled gave. 




HOLY SORROW. 

FT as memory's glance is ranging. 

Over fcenes that cannot die ; 
Then I feel that all is changing, 
Then I weep the Days gone by. 



Yes, though Time has laid his finger 
On them, ftill, with dreaming eye. 

There are fpots where I can linger. 
Sacred to the Days gone by. 

Though we charge to-day with fleetnefs. 
Though we dread to-morrow's Iky, 

There's a melancholy fweetneis 
In the name of Days gone by. 
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Ceafe, fond heart, to thee are given, 
Hopes of better things on high ; 

There is ftill a coming Heaven, 
Better than the Days gone by. 



LIII. 

PRAYER. 

HILD, amidft the flowers at play. 

While the red light fades away ; 

Mother, with thy earneft eye,. 

Ever following filently ; 

Father, by the breeze of eve. 
Called thy harveft-work to leave ; 
Pray ! — ere yet the dark hours be. 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Traveller, in the ftranger's land. 
Far from thine own houfehold band ; 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice from this world gone ; 
Captive, in whoie narrow cell 
Sunfliine hath not leave to dwell ; 
Sailor, on the darkening fea. 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Warrior, that from battle won, 
Breatheft now at fet of fun ; 
Woman, o'er the lowly flain. 
Weeping on his burial plain ! 
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Ye that triumph, yc that figh. 
Kindred by one holy tie j 
Heaven's firft ftar alike ye fee — 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

Mrs. Hemans. 



LIV. 

PRAYER. 




HERE is an eye that never fleeps. 
Beneath the wing of night ; 

There is an ear that never fliuts. 
When fink the beams of light. 



There is an arm that never tires. 
When human ftrength gives way ; 

There is a love that never fails. 
When earthly loves decay. 

The eye is fixed on feraph throngs ; 
That ear is filled with angels' fbngs ; 
That arm upholds the world on high ; 
That love is thrown beyond the fky. 

But there's a power which man can yield 

When mortal aid is vain ;— 
That eye, that arm, that love to reach. 

That liftening ear to gain. 
That power is prayer which foars on high. 
And feeds on blifs beyond the fky. 

Mrs. Hemans. 
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praise. 




LV. 

PRAYER. 

H ! methinks it has oft been thus. 
When thofe who love and who think 

of us. 
Have knelt before the throne of prayer 
And poured their fouls out for us 
there — 
That inflant as they pray we feel 
A Sabbath o'er our bofoms fteal, 
A fweet and more than earthly ray 
Burft through the cloud acrofs our way; 
And brightnefs we know not whence nor where 
Has beamed from the light of another's prayer. 



LVI. 

PRAISE. 




HE firft-born rofe of vernal prime. 
That opes its bofom rare, 

In gentle fighs of fragrant breath 
Doth make its morning prayer. 



The Summer bird, on raptured wing. 
That cleaves the vaulted Iky, 

Doth to the great Creator pour 
Its gufhing minilrelfy. 
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Rich Autumn, with her fruitful hoard. 

Her harvcfts ripening hk ; 
The golden flieaf, and loaded wain. 

Doth praife the Giver's care. 

Each Winter, in its Sabbath reft. 

Adores the King of Might ; 
And every fnow-flake fpeaks of Him, 

Who robes the earth in white. 

Thou art His fervant, O my foul. 

By birth, by choice, by vow ; 
By bounties of each rolling year — 

Prove thine allegiance now. 

Yea, prove it as each pafling day 

Unfolds its pinions fleet. 
By deeds of love, by thoughts of prayer. 

By drains of worfliip fwcet. 

Make this brief life a fong of praife. 

Where'er thy lot may be ; 
And learn the language here below 

Of Heaven's eternity. 

Mrs. Sigourney. 
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Lvn. 
EARLY RISING. 




OFT flumbers now mine eyes forfake. 
My powers are all renewed ; 

May my freed fpirit too awake 
With heavenly flrength endued. 



Thou filent murderer, floth, no more 

My mind imprifoned keep ; 
Nor let me wafte another hour 

With thee, thou felon fleep. 

Think, O my foul, could dying men 

One lavifhed hour retrieve. 
Though fpent in tears, and pafTed in pain. 

What treafures would they give ! 

But feas of pearls, and mines of gold. 

Were offered then in vain ; 
Their pearl of countlefs price is fold. 

And Where's the promifed gam ? 

Lord, when Thy day of dread account. 
For fquandered hours (hall come. 

Oh! let not this increafe th' amount. 
And fwell the former fum. 

Teach me in health each good to prize, 

I dying fhall efteem ; 
And every pleafure to defpife, 

I then fhall worthlels deem. 
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For all Thy wondrous mercies pail. 

My grateful voice I'll raiie. 
While thus I quit my bed of reft. 

Creation's Lord to praife. 

Hannah Moore. 



LVIII. 

HOLY SCRIPTURE. 

ON cottager, who weaves at her own 

door. 
Pillow and bobbins all her little ftore, — 
Content though mean, and cheerful if 
not gay. 

Shuffling her threads about the live-long day, — 
Jufl earns a fcanty pittance, and at night. 
Lies down fecure, her heart and pocket light ; 
She, for her humble fphere by nature fit. 
Has little underftanding and no wit — 
Receives no praife ; but though her lot be fucn 
(Toilfome and indigent) fhe renders much ; 
Juft knows, and knows no more, her Bible true — 
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew ; 
And in that Charter reads with fparkling eyes. 
Her title to a treafure in the ikies. 
O happy peaiant ! O unhappy bard ! 
His the mere tiniel, hers the rich reward ; 
He praifed perhaps for ages yet to come — 
She never heard of half a mile ^m home — 
He, loil in errors his vain heart prefers. 
She, iafe in the iimplicity of hers. 

COWPER. 
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ux, 
HOLY SCRIPTURE. 

HE Spirit breathes upon the Word, 
And brings the truth to fight ; 

Precepts and promifes afford 
A fanftifying light. 



A glory gilds the facred page, 

Majeftic like the fun ; 
It gives a light to every age. 

It gives, but borrows none. 

The hand that gave it ftill fupplies 
The gracious light and heat ; 

His truths upon the nations rife. 
They rife, but never fet. 

Let everlafHng thanks be thine 
For fuch a bright display. 

As makes a world of darknefs fhine 
With beams of heavenly day. 

My foul rejoices to purfue 
TheftepsofHimllove, 

Till glory breaks upon my view 
In brighter worlds above. 



COWPER. 
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LX. 

HOLY SCRIPTURE. 



? 

I 



^ 



'm 



ERE is the fpring whence waters flow. 
To quench our heat of fin ; 

Here is the tree, where truth doth 
grow. 
To lead our lives therein. 



Here is the Judge that flints the flrife. 

When men's devices faii ; 
Here is the bread, that feeds the life. 

Which death cannot afTail. 

The tidings of falvation dear. 
Come to our ears from hence ; 

The fortrefs of our foith is here. 
And fhield of our defence. 

Then be not like the Hog, that hath 

A pearl at his defire ; 
Yet takes more pleafure in the trough. 

And wallowing in the mire. 

Read not this book in any cafe. 

But with a fingle eye ; 
Read not, but firfl defire God's grace 

To underfland thereby. 

Stay flill in faith, with this refpeft. 

To frudlify therein ; 
That knowledge may bring this effe6l. 

To mortify thy fin. 
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® Je llelfeemer* 



Then happy thou, in all thy life. 

What fo to thee befalls; 
Yea, doubly happy fhalt thou be. 

When God, by death, thee calls.* 




LXI. 

THE REDEEMER. 

ND who is He? the vaft, the awful 

form. 
Girt with the whirlwind, fandal'd with 

the ftorm ? 
A weftern cloud around His limbs is 
fpread. 
His crown a rainbow, and a fun His head. 
To higheft Heaven He lifts His kingly hand. 
And treads at once the ocean and the land ; 
And hark ! His voice amid the thunder's roar. 
His dreadful voice, that time fhall be no more ! 
Lo ! cherub hands the golden courts prepare ; 
Lo ! thrones arife, and every faint is there ; 
Earth's utmofl bounds confefs their awful fway. 
The mountains worfhip, and the ifles obey ! 
Nor fun, nor moon, they need, — nor day, nor 

night,— 
God is their temple, and the Lamb their light ; 



* Thefe lines are to be found in the <<Biihops' Bible ** of 1568. 
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And fliaU not IfraeFs fons exulting come. 
Hail the glad beam, and claim their ancient home? 
On David's throne fliall David's offspring reign. 
And the dry bones be warm with life again. 
Hark! white-robed crowds their deep hofannas 

raife. 
And the hoarie flood repeats the found of praife ; 
Ten thoufand harps attune the myftic fbng. 
Ten thoufand, thoufand faints the ftrain prolong : 
" Worthy the Lamb ! Omnipotent to fave. 
Who died, who lives, triumphant o'er the grave." 

Bishop Heber. 



LXII. 

A DREAM. 




SLEPT ; and in my fleep I dreamed 

A hill before me lay. 
Which, like a mighty barrier, feemed 

To interrupt my way. 



Its lofty fummit touched the fkies. 

Its bafe the fhades below ; 
And as I gazed, it feemed to rife. 

And flill more threatening grow. 

An icy flillnefs o'er me flole. 

And thrilled through every fenfe ; 
While doubt and horror filled my foul 

With agony intenfe. 
o 
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In fore diflrefs^ I cried aloud 

To God in fervent prayer ; 
And fuddenly I faw a cloud 

Glide flowly through the air. 

And out of it there came a drop. 

Like blood of crimibn hue. 
Which fell upon the mountain top. 

As foft as Hermon's dew. 

And lo ! the mountain pafled away. 
And vanifhed from my fight ; 

Like wreaths of mift at break of day. 
Before the morning light 

Beyond it lay a fruitful land. 

With rivers deep and wide. 
Which rolled upon the golden fand 

Their clear and cryflal tide. 

Befide them goodly trees, endued 
With healing virtues, grew ; 

And flowers with ravilhed eyes I viewed. 
Of every fcent and hue. 

And there his fheep a fhepherd fed. 

In paftures green and Mr, 
And unto living fountains led. 

With ever- watchful care. 

Good Shepherd, yrell I know Thee now. 

With ardent voice I cried ; 
Thou art my Lord and Saviour, Thou, 

The Lamb, the Crucified, 
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The mountain was the load of guilt 
Which on my confcience lay ; 

The drop, the blood of Jefiis fpilt. 
To walh my iins away. 

My guilty foul, O Lord, renew 
In that all"Cleanfing dream ; 

That thus the vifion may be true. 
And not a fleeting dream. 



LXIII. 

A DREAM. 

HE bright things and the beautiful, that 

I have feen to-day. 
As gazing up into the fky in mute 

delight I lay ! 
The wonderful, the glorious things ! O 
had I but the power 
To tell a hundredth part of all I faw in one bright 
hour. 

Long time 'twas but a dazzling gleam of vague 
magnificence, 

Whofe ever-fhifting glories mocked my weak, be- 
wildered ienfe ; 

But then the vifion grew more bright before my 
ftedfaft eye. 

And I faw a long proceflion pafs in folemn fplendour 

by. 

2 
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They were the' fpirits of the Juft, but now from 

earth fet free. 
And methought that ftill they wore the fhroud from 

dim mortality. 
Not yet all glorified they ieem'd, but they floated 

towards the light. 
And every moment, as they foar*d, waxed brighter 

and more bright 

Silent and flow they moved along with calm and 

even pace. 
Soft unfeen airs were wafting them to their bleft 

refting-place. 
But one among the train I marked, who linger'd on 

her track. 
And I marvell'd much what tie had power to keep 

that fpirit back. 

And then I faw a babe whole head lay neftling on 

her breaft. 
His dimpled arm about her neck careflingly was 

preft. 
His rofy lip vyras feeking hers, his clear blue eye the 

while 
Seem'd waiting but a look from hers, to flafli into a 

fmile. 

One guft of paflionate tendernefs, one pang of natural 

grief, 
CroflT'd o*er that mother's lovely face, but ah ! their 

fway was brief; 
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Soon radiant grew her up-raifed brow, her meek eye 

fill'd with prayer, 
" O Father, train my child for heav'n, and I (hall 

meet hin[i there." 

And ftill they rofe a countlefs throng, in folemn flow 

array. 
And ftill my heart went with them all upon their 

heav'nward way ; 
But then I marked another there, bound by fbme 

modem ties. 
Who hover'd long upon the brink, as though fhe 

could not rife. 

There was one, who held her down to earth, and 

On her garment knelt. 
In whofe fad eyes an untold depth of ipeechlefs 

fbrrow dwelt ; 
** And canst thou, wilt thou leave me thus, mine 

own beloved one ? 
And muft I feek my widow'd home thus desolate 

and lone?" 

She veiled her mantle round her head, flie did not, 

could not fpeak. 
For ah ! how ftrong is human lovei the human heart 

how weak ! 
But with clafp*d hands how fervently for ftrength 

fhe feemed to pray. 
And feinter grew that paffionate graip, as ftie foared 

from earth away. 

03 

Digitized by Google 



198 E IBxtutXL 



They floated on, they floated on, that bright and 

fliadowy train. 
Their fkirts of fleecy fplendour fwept the blue 

ethereal plain. 
And now and then a band advanced from fbme far 

region bleft. 
Around whom breathed foft airs of peace, an at- 

mofphere of reft. 

Methought as meflTengers they came, to guide with 

wings of love, 
Thefe younger fitters from the earth to their bleft 

home above ; 
Holy and pure as Angels are, were their reiplendent 

eyes. 
And full of Heaven's own light they fmiled a 

welcome to the fldes, 

I faw them meet, I faw them kneel, wrapt in a long 

embrace. 
And as they knelt a glory fell on each uplifted fiice ; 
Awhile in pure excefs of joy they paufed with folded 

wings. 
The silence of their rapture told unutterable things. 

And onward, onward ftill they moved towards the 

glorious fun. 
They drank his rays until they grew like light to 

look upon ; 
And methought that could I follow them with pure 

unflirinking eye, 
I foon fliouM fee Heaven's golden gates receive them 

all on high* 
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But when in vain I fought to pierce thofe dazzling 

depths of light, 
A dimneis and a darknefs came acrofs my aching 

fight. 
And all thoie bright and beauteous things pafTed from 

me like a dream, 
I was again on earth, and oh ! how dark this earth 

did feem ! 

Mrs. H. V. Elliot. 



LXIV. 

THE SEA OF GALILEE. 




OW pleafant to me thy deep blue wave, 

O Sea of Galilee! 
For the glorious One who came to iave 

Hath often flood by thee. 



Fair are the lakes in the land I love. 
Where the pine and heather grow ; 

But thou haft lovelinefs far above 
What nature can beftow. 

It is not that the wild gazelle 

Comes down to drink thy tide ; 
But He that was pierced to fave from hell 

Oft wandered by thy fide, 
o 4 
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It is not that the fig-tree grows. 

And pahns, in thy fbft air ; 
But that Sharon's fair and bleeding Rofe 

Once fpread her fragrance there. 

Graceful around the mountains meet. 

Thou cahn repofing fea ; 
But ah ! far more ! the beautiful feet 

Of Jefus walked o'er thee. 

Thofe days are paft! — Bethfaida, where? 

Chorazin, where art thou ? 
His tent the wild Arab pitches there, 

The wild reeds fhade thy brow. 

Tell me, ye mouldering fragments, tell. 

Was the Saviour's city here ? 
Lifted to heaven, has it funk to hell. 

With none to fhed a tear ? 

Ah ! would my flock from thee might learn 

How days of grace will flee ; 
How all an offered Chrift who fpum 

Shall mourn at laft like thee. 

And was it befide this very fea 

The new-riien Saviour faid 
Three times to Simon, '* Lovefl thou me ? 

My lambs and fheep then feed ? " 

O Saviour ! gone to God's right hand. 

Yet the fame Saviour flill. 
Graved on thy heart is this lovely flrand. 

And every fragrant hill. 
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Oh ! give me. Lord, by this facred wave. 

Threefold Thy love divine ; 
That I may feed, till I find my grave. 

Thy flock, both Thine and mine. 

McCheyne.* 



LXV. 

ST. JOHN. 

E hath gone to the place of his reft> 

He is fafe in the home of his God ; 
And we who have loved him, forfaken, 

opprefled, 
Submiflive would bow to the rod. 
Though his accents can cheer us no more. 
His love yet may fpeak from the grave ; 
And thus on the broad wing of Faith may we foar 
To One who is CMghty to fave. 

Our friend and our father we heard. 

On earth, paint the glories of Heaven; — 
But now the lone Church, like a wandering bird. 

To the home of the defert is driven. 
Entranced, on his vifions we hung ; 

Our hearts and our hopes were above ; 
For the words of Perfuafion fell foft from his tongue. 

And the foul of his teaching was Love. 

• Writtcii by the Sea of Galilee, July i6th, 1839. 
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In vain the ftern Tyrant affailcd 

With threats of the dungeon or grave ; — 
He fpoke but the word, and the timid ne'er qudled 

In pangs that had mailered the brave. 
The babe hath endured, while its frame 

With the fcourge and the torture was torn — 
The maiden, the mother, in chariots of flame. 

To glory triumphant were borne. 

For what were thy terrors, O Death ? 

And where was thy triumph, O Grave ? 
When the veft of pure white, and the conquering 
wreath. 

Were the prize of the icomed and the flave ? 
Oh ! then to our Father was given. 

To read the bright vifions on high ; 
He gave to our view the fidl glories of Heaven; — 

We heard and we haftened to die. 

Some died — they are with thee above ; 

Some live — they lament for thee now ; 
But who would recall thee, bleft Saint, from the 
love 

That circles with glory thy brow ? 
Long, long didft thou linger below. 

But the term of thine exile is o'er ; 
And praifes (hall mix with the tears that muft flow 

From the eyes that behold thee no more. 

Praife — praife — that thy trials are paft ! 

Joy — joy — that thy triumph is won ! 
The thrones are completed — for thine is the laft 

Of the twelve that encircle the Son ! 
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O Lord ! (hall the time not be yet 

When Thy Church fliall be blefled and free ? 
Thou who canft not forfake, and who wilt not forget. 



Come quickly — or take us to Thee 



Dale. 




LXVU 

MARTYRDOM. 

VENGE, O Lord, thy ilaughtercd 
fidnta, whofc bones 
Lie fcattered on the Alpine moun- 
tains cold : 
Even them who kept thy truth fb 
pure of old. 
When all our fathers worfliipped flocks and ftones. 
Forget not : in Thy book record their groans. 
Who were Thy fheep, and in their ancient fold 
Slam by the bloody Piedmontefe, that rolled 
Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans 

The vales redoubled to the hills, and they 
To Heaven. Their martyred blood and aihes fow 

O'er all th' Italian fields, where fUll doth fway 
The triple tyrant : that from thefe may grow 

A hundred-fold, who, having learned Thy way. 
Early may fly the Babylonian woe.* 

Milton. 

• Written in commemoration of the horrible maflacre of 
the Proteftants in the valleys of Piedmont, a.d. 1655 j for 
which, together with a hundred fimilar deeds, the Church of 
Rome, " drunken with the blood of the faints,** will one day 
have to give a fearful account. 
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LXVII. 

TIME. 

MOMENT is a mighty thing. 
Beyond the foul's imagining ; 
For in it, though we trace it not. 
How much there crowds of varied lot; 
How much of life, life cannot fee. 
Darts onward to eternity ! 
While Vacant hours of beauty roll 
Their magic o'er fome yielded foul. 
Ah ! little do the happy guefs 
The fum of human wretchednefs ; 
Or dream, amid the foft ferewell 

That time of them is taking. 
How frequent moans the funeral knell. 

What noble hearts are breaking. 
While myriads to their tombs defeend 
Without a mourner, creed, or friend. 

Robert Montgomery. 
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LXVIII. 

MIDNIGHT CHIMES. 

NELL of departed years. 

Thy voice is fweet to me ; 

It wakes no fad foreboding fears. 

Calls forth no fympathetic tears. 

Time's reftlefs courfe to fee. 

From hallowed ground 

I hear the found, 

Diffiiiing through the air a holy calm around. 

Thou art the voice of Hope, 
The mufic of the fpheres, 
A fbng of bleHings yet to come ; 
A herald from my future home. 
My foul delighted hears. 
By lin deceived. 
By nature grieved. 
Still am I nearer heaven than when I firft believed. 

Thou art the voice of Love, 

To chide each doubt away 5 
And as the murmur faintly dies, 
Vilions of paft enjoyment rife 
In long and bright array. 
I hail the iign. 
That Love Divine 
Will o'er my future path in cloudlefs glory Ihine. 
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Thou art the voice of Life, 

A found which feems to fay, 
O prifbner in this gloomy vale. 
Thy flefh may feint, thy heart may fiul. 
Yet fairer (cenes thy ipirit hail. 
Which fhall not pais away. 
Here grief and pdn 
Thy fteps detain ; 
There, in the image pf thy Lord, (halt thou with 
Jefus reign. 



LXIX. 

THE MILLENNIUM. 




HE night is wearing feft away, 
A ftreak of light is dawning. 

Sweet harbinger of that bright day. 
The fair Millennial morning ! 



Gloomy and dark the night has been. 
And long the way and dreary. 

And fad the weeping faints are feen. 
And faint, and worn, and weary. 

Ye mourning pilgrims, dry your tears. 
And hufh each figh of fbrrow. 

The light of that bright morn appears. 
The long Sabbatic morrow. 
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Lift up your heads, behold from for 
The flood of fplendour ftreaming. 

It is the bright and morning flar. 
In living luilre beammg. 

And fee that ftar-like hoft around. 

Of angel-bands attending ; 
Hark, hark, the trumpet's fwelling found, 

'Mid fhouts triumphant blending ! 

O weeping {pouk, arife, rejoice. 

Put off thy weeds of mourning; 
And hail the Bridegroom's welcome voice. 

In triumph now returning ! 

He comes, the Bridegroom promifed long ; 

Go forth with joy to meet Him, 
And raife the new and nuptial fong 

In cheerful drains to greet Him. 

Adorn thyfelf ! the feaft prepare. 
While bridal drains are fwelling, — 

He comes with thee all joys to (hare. 
And make the earth His dwelling. 
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LXX. 

THE MILLENNIUM. 

WHAT a bright and bleffed world 
This groaning earth of ours will be, 

When from its throne the tempter 
hurled. 
Shall leave it all, O Lord, to Thee! 



But brighter far that world above. 

When we, as we are known, fhall know ; 

And in the fweet embrace of love. 
Reign o'er this ranfom'd earth below, 

O bleffed Lord ! with weeping eves. 
That blifsful hour we wait to fee i 

While every worm or leaf that dies. 
Tells of the curfe and calls for Thee. 

Come, Saviour, then o'er all below. 
Shine brightly from Thy throne above ; 

Bid Heaven and Earth Thy glory know. 
And all creation feel Thy love. 

Sir E. Denny. 
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LXXI. 

THE MILLENNIUM. 

HE groans of Nature in this nether 

world. 
Which Heaven has heard for ages, have 

an end. 
Foretold by prophets, and by poets 

fung. 
Whole fire was kindled at the prophete' lamp ; 
The time of reft, the promifed Sabbath, comes. 
Six thoufand years of forrow have well-nigh 
FulfiU'd their tardy and difaftrous courfe 
Over a fiinful world ; and what remains 
Of this tempeftuous ftate of human things. 
Is merely as the working of a fea 
Before a calm, that rocks itfelf to reft : 
For He, whole car the winds are, and the clouds 
The duft that waits upon His fultry march. 
When fin hath moved Him, and His wrath is hot. 
Shall vifit earth in mercy ; fhall defcend 
Propitious in His chariot paved with love ; 
And what His ftorms have blafted and defaced 
For man's revolt, Ihall with a fmile repair. 

COWPER. 
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LXXII. 

HEAVEN. 

IS the (oft hour of Eve, — the (ummer's 
fun 
Hath funk in fmiling loveliness to 
reft; 
His lateft beams, ^ft fading one by one. 
Wake up a crimfon glory in the Weft ; 
As if through openings in its portals riven, 
A gleam of burfting blifs had won its way from 
Heaven. 

At fuch an hour as this, the peniive foul. 

Entranced in thought, unfolds for flight fublime 

Her immaterial wings, and, fpuming all 
The narrow boundaries of Ipace and time, 

Feels that immortal ftrength which God has given. 

And knows her true relationftiip with Heaven. 

Oh! yes — defpite thefe bonds that drag him down, 
Man is a noble creature ; not from earth 

Its high extradlion doth his fpirit own, 

Defigned from Heaven, which hath from Heaven 
its birth ; 

Through all the Shadowing folds of earth we fee 

The ftamp of life divine and immortality. 
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Behold all nature's works — above — abroad — 
Yon orb, the fprcading fkies, and each fair ftar. 

In that bright zone wherewith the hand of God 
Hath girdled round the univerfe afar — 

Bright chara£lers they are infcribed on high. 

To teach fin-blinded man that he (hall never die ! 

For why was all this tracery of love 

Hung round the earth ? thofe ever-during fires. 
That fed with light from Paradife above 

Woo the rapt (pirit to fublime defires ? — 
What mean they all, if this brief earthly (pan 
Be all that fpirit's life, and death the end of man ? 

There is — there is a world beyond the Iky ! 

Thy facred word, O God ! reveals to man. 
Through all the mazes of mortality. 

The path to Heaven, and fhows a wondrous plan. 
Whereby the foul, of Faith and Hope poffeft. 
May reach in peace at length its home of quiet rell. 

J. E. P. 



LXXIII. 

HEAVEN. 




SHINE in the light of God, 

His likenefs llamps my brow ; 
Through the fhadow of death my feet 

have trod. 
And I reft in glory now. 

P 2 
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No breaking heart is here. 

No keen and thrilling pain ; 
No wafted cheek, where the frequent tear 

Hath rolled and left its ftain. 

I have found the joys of Heaven ; 

I am one of the fainted band ; 
To my head a crown of gold is given. 

And a harp is in my hand. 

I have learnt the fong they fing. 

Whom Jefus hath fet free ; 
And the glorious walls of Heaven ftiU ring 

With my new-bom melody. 

No fin — no grief — no pain — 

Safe in my happy home ; 
My fears all fled, my doubts all flain. 

My hour of triumph come. 

O Friends of mortal years ! 

The trufted and the true ; 
Ye are walking ftill in the valley of tears. 

But I wait to welcome you. 

Do I forget? Oh no — 

For memory's golden chain 
Shall bind my heart to the faints below. 

Till they meet to touch again. 

Each link is ftrong and bright. 

And love's eleftric flame 
Flows freely down, like a river of light. 

To the world from whence they came. 
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Do you mourn when another ftar 
Shines out from the glittering Iky ? 

Do you weep when the raging voice of war. 
And the ftorms of conflift die ? 

Then why (hould your tears run down. 
And your hearts be forely riven. 

For another gem in the Saviour's crown. 
And another foul in heaven ? 



Lxxrv. 
HEAVEN. 




NE fweetly folemn thought 
Comes to me o'er and o'er, — 
I am nearer home to-day 
That I ever have been before. 



Nearer my Father's houfe. 
Where the many manfions be ; 
Nearer the great white throne. 
Nearer the cryftal fca. 

Nearer the bound of life. 
Where we lay our burdens down; 
Nearer bearing the crofs, 
Nearer gaining the crown. 
» 3 
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But lying darkly between. 
Winding down — through the night — 
Is the deep and unknown ftream. 
To be croflcd ere we reach the light. 

Jefus, perfeft my truft. 
Strengthen the hand of my fidth. 
Let me feel Thee near where I ftand 
On the edge of the fhore of death. 

Feel Thee near where my feet 
Are flipping over the brink ; 
For it may be I'm nearer home 
Nearer now than 1 think. 



LXXV. 

HEAVEN. 

HAVE a home above. 
From fin and forrow free ; 

A manfion which Eternal Love 
Defigned and formed for me. 



My Father's gracious hand. 
Has built this (weet abode ; 
From everlafting it was planned. 
My dwelling-place with God. 
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My Saviour's precious blood. 
Has made my title furc ; 
He pafled through death's dark ragirg flood. 
To make my reft lecure. 

The Comforter is come ; 
The Eameft has been given ; 
He leads me onward to the home, 
Referved for me in Heaven. 

Bright angels guard my way. 
His Minifters of power ; 
Encamping round me night and day, 
Preferve in danger's hour. 

Lov'd ones are gone before, 
Whofe pilgrim days are done ; 
I foon Ihall greet them on that fhore. 
Where partings are unknown. 

But more than all I long. 
His glories to behold ; 
Whofe fmile fills all that radiant throng 
With ecftafy untold. 

That bright, yet tender fmile, 
(My fweeteft welcome there,) 
Shall cheer me through the " little while " 
I tarry for Him here. 

Thy love, thou precious Lord, 
My joy and ftrength Ihall be ; 
Till Thou flialt fpeak the gladdening word 
That bids me rife to Thee. 
» 4 
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And then throu^ endlds days^ 
Where all Thy glories fhine ; 
In happier, holier flrains, HI pnufe 
The grace that made me Thine. 




LXXVI. 

DIES JRM. 

N that great, that awful day. 
This vain world fhall pais away. 
Thus the fibyl fang of old. 
Thus hath holy David told. 
There fhall be a deadly fear 
When the Avenger fhall appear. 
And unveiled before His eye 
All the worb of man fhall lie. 
Hark ! to the great trumpet's tones 
Pealing o'er the place of bones : 
Hark ! it waketh from their bed 
All the nations of the dead, — 
In a coundefs throng to meet. 
At the eternal judgment-feat. 
Nature fickens with difmay. 
Death may not retain his prey ; 
And before the Maker fland 
All the creatures of His hand. 
The great book fhall be unfurled. 
Whereby God fhall judge the world. 
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What was diftant ftiall be near. 
What was hidden Ihall be clear. 
To what ftielter ftiall lAy} 
To what guardian ftiall I cry ? 
Oft, in that deftroying hour. 
Source of goodnefs, iburce of power. 
Show Thou, of Thine own free grace. 
Help unto a helplefs race. 
Though I plead not at Thy throne 
Aught that I for Thee have done. 
Do not Thou unmindful be. 
Of what Thou haft borne for me : 
Of the wandering, of the fcorn. 
Of the fcourge, and of the thorn. 
Jefus, haft Thou borne the pain, 
#And hath all been borne in vain ? 
Shall Thy vengeance finite the head 
For whofe ranfom Thou haft bled ? 
Thou, whofe dying blefling gave 
Glory to a guilty flave : 
Thou, who from the crew unclean, 
Didft releaie the Magdalene : 
Shall not mercy vaft and free. 
Evermore be found in Thee ? 
Father, turn on me Thine eyes. 
See my blufties, hear my cries j 
Faint though be the cries I make. 
Save me for Thy mercies' fake. 
From the worm, and from the fire. 
From the torments of Thine ire. 
Fold me with the ftieep that ftand. 
Pure and fafe at Thy right hand. 
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Hear Thy guilty child implore Thee, 
Rolling in the duft before Thee. 
Oh, the horrors of that day ! 
When this frame of finful clay. 
Starting from its burial-place, 
Muft behold Thee face to fiice. 
Hear, and pity, hear, and aid. 
Spare the creatures Thou haft made. 
Mercy, mercy, fave, forgive. 
Oh, who ihall look on Thee and live ? 

Macaulat. 



LXXVU. 

THE LAST DAY. 



^^ — :?=^-n 




1 



HIS world I deem 

But a beautiful dream 
Of Ihadows that are not what they 

feem; 
Where viiions rife. 
Giving dim furmiie 
Of the things which fhall meet our wakmg tycs. 

Arm of the Lord, 

Creating Word, 
Whofe glory the filent fkies record, — 

Where ftands Thy name 

In fcrolls of flame. 
On the Firmament's high fhado wing, frame, — 



,y Google 



^it Hast Bag* 219 

I gaze o'erhead 

Where Thy hand hath fpread 

For the waters of Heaven their cryfkal bed ; 
And ftored the dew- 
In its deep of blue. 

Which the fires of the fun come tempered through. 

Soft they fliine 

Through that pure fhrine. 
As beneath the veil of Thy flefh divine 

Beams forth the light. 

Which were elfe too bright 
For the feeblenefs of a finner*s fight. 

And fuch I deem 

This world (hall feem. 
When we waken from Life's myfterious dream ; 

And burft the (hell 

Where our fpirits dwell. 
In their wondrous ante-natal cell. 

I gaze aloof 

On the tifTued roof. 
Where time and fpace are the warp and woof; 

Which the King of kings 

As a curtain flings 
O'er the dreadfvdnefs of eternal things. 

A tapeftried tent. 

To fhade us meant. 
From the bare everlafting Firmament ; 

Whence the blaze of the fkies 

Comes foft to our eyes. 
Through a veil of myflical imageries. 
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But could I lee. 

As in truth they be. 
The glories of Heaven that encompais me, 

I fhould lightly hold 

The tiffued fold 
Of that marvellous curtain of blue and gold. 

Soon the whole* 

Like a parched fcroll. 
Shall before my amazed fight uproU ; 

And without a fcreen. 

At one burft be feen. 
The Prefence wherein I have ever been* 

Ah ! who ihall bear 

The blinding glare 
Of the Majefly that (hall meet us there ? 

What eyes may gaze 

On the unveiled blaze 
Of the light'girdled Throne of the Ancient of 
Days? 

Chrifl us aid ! 

Himfclf be our (hade. 
That in that dread day we be not difmayed ! 

Whytehead. 
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HOLY SCRIPTURE. 

HO hath this book, and reads it not. 

Doth God Himfelf defpife ; 
Who reads, but underftandeth not. 
His foul in darknefs lies. 



Who underftands, but fovours not. 
He finds no reft in trouble ; 

Who fevours, but obeys it not. 
He hath his judgment double. 

But he who reads, doth underftand. 

Doth favour and obey ; 
His foul (hall ftand at God's right hand 

In the great judgment day. 
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HOLY SCRIPTURE. 

ITHIN diis awftd volume lies 
The myftery of myfteries ; 
Happieft they of human race 
To whom their God has given grace 
To read, to fear, to hope, to pray. 
To lift the latch, to force the way ; 
And better had they ne'er been born. 
Than read to doubt, or read to fcorn. 

Walter Scott. 




THE TEMPLE ON EARTH. 

HEN tower'd the palace, then, in awful 

ftate. 
The Temple rear'd its everlafting gate : 
No workman's fteel, no ponderous axes 
rung! 

Like Tome tall palm the noifelefs fabric fprung. 
Majeflic iilence ! 

Bishop Heber. 



V'Sv :=r-l 
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IV. 

THE SEA-SHORE. 

N every objeA here I fee 
Something, O Lord, that leads to Thee. 
Firm as a rock Thy promife ftands ; 
Thy mercies countlefs as the fands ; 
Thy love a fea immenfely wide ; 
Thy grace an ever-flowing tide. 

In every objedl here I lee 

Something, my heart, that points to thee. 

Hard as the rocks that round the ilrand ; 

Unfruitful as the barren fand ; 

Dark and deceitful as the Ocean ; 

And, like the tides, in conflant motion. 

Newton. 




V. 

THE OCEAN- 
PON the Ocean God is near; the wing 

ofthe Moll High, 
In calm and ftorm a gracious form — 

broods over fea and fky. 
His love is breathed inev'ry wind. His 
voice in ev*ry wave. 
His life— His light in the flormy night of Ocean's 
billowy grave. 




,y Google 



224 '^^b^* 

His bow of promiie we behold, as beautifully 

arrayed. 
As when, amid a world deftroy'd, 'twas firft to man 

difplayed. 
His gentleft creatures, dove-like birds, reft on our 

wandering bark ; 
They feek ourveflel, as the Dove the life-prelerv- 

ing Ark. 

The banner of His love, the Sun — fhines on us day 

by day ; 
His prefence nightly in the Moon — illumes our 

watery way. 
We cannot go where God is not — in goodnefs ever 

nigh; 
Thus, when we fleep upon the deep, we move before 

His eye. 

Richard Howitt. 

VI. 

LOVE. 




OVE is a ftream which evermore doth 

flow. 
From God's own heart to pious fouls 

below; 
But refts not there, for who this /ove 
hath found, 
Delayeth not to fpread it all around ; 
Thus is it evef rich, and poor withal. 

At once a beggar and a prodigal. 

• • • 
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VM*. 

LOVE. 




LAS ! that men fliould madly prize 
The fleeting treafures earth can give ; 

And yet rejeft, nay, more — defpife. 
The Word that life alone can give. 



And v^e, how grateful fhould we be 
To Him, who lifts our thoughts above ; 

And ftill in each frefli forrow fee 
New proof of an Almighty's love. 




vm. 

LOVE.t 

" LSL .jC^i IHE frecbom Chriftian has no chains to 
prove. 
Or, if a chain, the golden one oi love; 
No fear attends to quench his glowing 
fires. 

What fear he i'^i^ his gratitude inipires. 
Shall he, for fuch deliverance freely wrought, 
Recompenfe ill ? He trembles at the thought. 
His Mailer's intereft and his own combined. 
Prompt every movement of his heart and mind; 
Thought, word, and deed his liberty evince. 
His freedom is the freedom of a Prince. 

COWPER. 
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IX. 

LOVE. 




OD is love ; His mercy brightens 
All the way in which we move— 

Blifs He makes, and woe He lightens - 
God is light and God is kve. 



E'en the hour that darkefl feemeth 
Shall Hb ceafelefs goodnefs prove ; 

Through the mift His glory flreameth, — 
God is light and God is love. 

BOWRING. 



X. 

LOVE. 

THOU whofe wifdom guides the way. 

Though now it feem fcvere. 
Forbid my unbelief to fay, 
*' There is no wifdom here.*' 



Lord ! if Thou bend my ipirit low. 

Love only (hall I fee ; 
The very hand that ftrikes the blow 

Was wounded once for me. 
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XI. 

LOVE. 

'M apt to think, the man 
That could furround the fum of things, 

and ipy 
The heart of God and fecrets of His 
empire. 

Would fpeak but love — with him the bright refult 
Would change the hue of intermediate fcenes. 
And make one thing of all theology. 

Gambold. 




xn. 
LOVE. 

F rightly trained and bred. 
Humanity is humble, finds no ^t 
Which her Heaven-guided feet refufe 

to tread. 
The walls are cracked, funk is the 
flowery roof; 
UndreiTed the pathway leading to the door ; 
But Love^ as Nature, loves the lonely poor. 

Wordsworth, 
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xm. 
LOVE. 

OULD we with ink the Ocean fill, 
Were the whole earth of parch- 
ment made ; 

Were every fingle flick a quill. 
And every man a fcribe by trade : 



To write the Uve of God above. 

Would drain the Ocean dry ; 

Nor could the fcroll contain the whole. 

Though ftretched from iky to fky.* 

* « « 




THE PASTOR. 

PARISHPrieftwasof the pilgrim train, 
An awful, reverend, and religious man, 
Of fixty years he leemed, and well 

might laft 
To fixty more, but that he lived to faft. 
Dryden. 



* These comprehenfive lines are faid to have been written 
by an idiot. 
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XV. 

THE PASTOR. 




E, who your Lord's commiffion bear, 
His way of mercy to prepare — 
Angels He calls you, be your ftrife 
To lead on earth an Angel's life. 



XVI. 

THE PASTOR. 

E lived for others while he fojoumed 

here. 
Made precious fouls the objedb of his 

care; 
Denied himfelf, to do another good. 
And preached forgivenefs through the Saviour's 

blood: 
He now has gone to (hare a great reward. 

And dwell for ever with his gracious Lord. 

* * ♦ 
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xvn. 
THE PASTOR. 

HEN fuch a man, familiar with the 

fkies, 
Has filled his wm where the pure 

waters rife. 
And once more mingles with us meaner 
things, — 
*Tis e'en as if an angel (hook his wings. 





XVIII. 

THE PASTOR. 

OE be to the prieft, y-bom. 
That will not cleanly weed his com. 

And preach his charge among ; 
fToe be to that (hepherd, I fay. 
That will not watch his foes away. 
As to his office doth belong ; 
fToe be to him that doth not keep 
From Romifh wolves his Iheep, 
With ftaff and weapon ftrong. 

life Weljb BaniTALiEssYK,* 

* From Uiher*8 Religion of the Ancient Iriih, c. z. 
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XIX. 

THE PASTOR. 




IGH thoughts at firft, and vifions high. 
Are ours of eafy viftoiy ; 
The Word we bear feems fo divine. 
So framed for Adam's guilty line, — 
That none imto ourfelves we fay. 
Of all his finning, fuffering race 
Will hear that Word, fo M of grace. 
And coldly turn away. 

But fbon a fadder mood comes round. 
High hopes have fallen to the ground. 
And the Ambaffadors of Peace 
Go weeping that men will not ceaie 

To ftrive with Heaven ; they inly mourn. 
That fuffering men will not be bleft. 
That weary men refufe to reft. 

And wanderers to return. 

Trench. 
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XX. 

PRAYER. 

HEN, kneeling down, to Heaven's 
eternal King, 
The faint, the &ther, and the 
hufband prays : 
Hope Iprings triumphant on exult- 
ing wing. 
That thus they all fhall meet in future days : 
There ever bafk in uncreated rays. 

No more to figh, nor ihed the bitter tear. 
Together hymning their Creator's praiie 

In fuch fociety yet ftiU more dear. 
While circling time moves round in an eternal iphere. 

Burns. 



XXI. 

THE DEPARTED. 

H ! it is fweet to die — to part from earth. 
And win all heaven for things of little 

worth — 
Then fure thou wouldft not, though 
thou couldft, awake 
The little flumberer for its mother's fake. 
It is when thofe we love in death depart. 
That earth has flighteft hold upon the heart. 

EOMBSTON. 
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xxu. 
THE DEPARTED. 




s — ., ORGIVE, bleft fhade, the tributary tear 
That mourns thy exit from a world 

like this; 
Forgive the wiih that would have kept 
thee here. 

And flayed thy progrefs to the realms of blifs. 
No more confined by grovelling fcenes of night. 
No more a tenant pent in mortal clay; 
Now (hould we rather hail thy glorious flight. 
And trace thy journey to the realms of day. 

Lyttleton. 




xxiu. 
THE DEPARTED. 

HAT hallows ground where heroes 

fleep? 
'Tis not the fculptured pile we heap ; 
In dews that heavens far diflant weep. 
Their turf may bloom. 
Or genii twine beneath the deep 
Their coral tomb. 
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But ftiew his afhes to the wind, 

Whofe word or Tokc has ierved manlrind, 

Aod is he dead whofe g^rioos mind 

Lifts thine on high ? 
To live in hearts we leave behind 

Is not to die. 

Camfbell. 



THE DEPARTED. 

ERVANT of God, weU done ! 

Reft from thy loved employ ; 
The battle o*er the victory won, 

Enter thy Mafter's joy. 

The cry at midnight came. 

He fbuted up to hear ; 
A mortal arrow pierced his frame, — 

He fell, but felt no fear. 
His ipirit with a bomid 

Lefl its encumbering day^ 
His tent at iunriie on the ground 

A darkened ruin lay. 

Montgomery. 
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THE DEPARTED. 

UR hearts are fattened to the world 
By llrong and endlefs ties ; 

But every fbrrow cuts a firing. 
And urges us to rife. 



When Heaven would kindly fet us free, . 

And earth's enchantment end. 
It takes the mofl effectual means. 

And robs us of a friend. 

Young. 



Si 



XXVI. 

THE DEPARTED. 

OW is the flately column broke; 
The beacon light is quenched in fmoke; 
The trumpet's filver voice is ftill. 
The warder filent on the hill. 
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XXVII. 

HOLY SORROW. 



H ! weep not for the gathered rofe ! 

Oh ! moum not for the friend that 
dies; 
In beauty's breaft the floweret blows. 

The foul is happy in the ikies ! 



Weep not for thefe ! but weep for them. 
The unloved, the friendlefs, the unknown ; 

The flowers that wither on the Hem, 
The living that muft live alone I 





xxvui. 
RELIGION. 

T is not they who idly dwell 
In cloifter gray, or hermit cell. 
In prayer and vigil, night and day. 
Wearing all their time away. 
Lord of Heaven ! that serve Thee well. 
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XXIX. 

RELIGION. 

LOVE to fee yon glorious Sun, 
Firft tinge the Eaft with purple dye. 

And then with glowing iplendour run 
Along the lofty azure iky. 



I love to fee the Orb of night 

Glide o'er her glittering ftarry way. 

And with her brilliant filver light 
Upon the water's furfiice play. 

But lovelier ftill than thefe appear 
Religion's calm and flowery ways; 

They fbothe vain sorrow, dry the tear. 
And end with joy our earthly days. 



XXX. 

HEAVENLY JOYS. 

OW fading are the joys we dote upon! 

Like apparitions feen and gone ; 
But thofe which fooneft take their flight. 

Are the moft exquiiite and flrong ; 
Like angels' vifits, ihort and bright. 
Mortality's too weak to bear them long. 
John Norris, 17th Cent. 
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XXXI. 

HEAVENLY JOYS. 

N iacred lonelinefs. 

Apart from friends below. 

Lord, in thy prefence I find blifs 
Thou only canft beftow. 

Alone, how can I feel ? 

When faith's clear vifion feems like fight. 
When Truth's eternal ftores reveal 

To my glad heart delight. 

Trembling, I feem to lie 

So near the heavenly portals bright, 
I catch the dreaming rays that fly 

From eternity's own light. 

Sarah Martin. 





XXXII. 

WORLDLY JOYS. 

UT pleafures are like poppies fpread. 
You feize the flower, its bloom is fhed ; 
Or like the fnow-falls on the river, 
A moment white then melts for ever 
Or like the'Borealis race. 

That flit ere you can point their place ; 

Or, like the rainbow's lovely form, 

Evaniftiing amid the ftorm. 



Burns. 
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XXXUI. 

PRAISE. 

ERE every Altering tongue of man. 
Almighty Father, filent in thy praife. 
Thy works themfelves would raife a 

general voice. 
E'en in the depths of fblitary woods 
By human foot untrod — ^proclaim Thy power. 
And to the Choir Celeftial Thee refound. 
The eternal caufe, fupport, and end of all. 



XXXIV. 

GREATNESS. 

HOU haft left behind 
Powers that will work for Thee — 

Earth, Air, and Skies ; 
There's not a breathing of the common 
wind 

That will forget Thee—Thou haft great allies — 
Thy friends are exultations, agonies. 
And love, and man's unconquerable mind. 

Wordsworth. 
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XXXV. 

MERCY. 

HE quality of Mercy is not llrsun'd. 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from 

Heaven 
Upon the place beneath; it is twice 
blefled; 

It blefleth him that gives, and him that takes ; 
*Tis mightieft in the mightieft ; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown : 
His fceptre fliows the force of temporal power. 
The attribute to awe and majefty. 
Wherein doth lit the dread and fear of kings j 
But mercy is above this fceptred fway ; 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings. 
It is an attribute to God Himfelf ; 
An earthly power doth then (how likefl God*s, 
When Mercy feafons Juflice. 

Shakespeare. 



XXXVI. 

HUMILITY. 

H, I would walk 

A weary journey — to the furthefl verge 

Of the big world, to fee that good man's 
form. 

Who, in the blaze of wifdom and of art, 
Preierves a lowly mind, and to his God, 
Feeling the fenfe of his own littlenefs. 




Is as a child in meek fimplicity. 



KiRKE White. 
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xxxvn. 

MEMORY. 



^ 



ER charm around, the enchantrefs. Me- 
mory, threw, — 
A charm that fbothes the mind, and 

fweetens too ! 
But is her magic only felt below ? 
Say through what brighter realms fhe bids it flow ! 
There thy bright train, inmiortal Friendfhip, foar. 
No more to part, to mingle tears no more ! 
And as the foftening hand of Time endears 
The joys and forrows of our infant years. 
So there the foul, releafed from human ftrife. 
Smiles at the little cares and ills of life, — 
Its lights and fhades, its funfliines and its (howers, — 
As at a dream that charmed her vacant hours ! 

Rogers. 



XXXVIII. 

SOLITUDE. 

SACRED Solitude ! divine Retreat ! 
Choice of the prudent ! envy of the 

great! 
By the pure ftream, or in thy waving 
fhade. 

We court fair wiidom, that celeftial maid : 
The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth !) are Innocence and Peace. 

Young. 
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XXXIX. 

SOLITUDE. 

HERE is a pleafure in the pathlefs 

woods. 
There is a rapture in the lonely fhore. 
There is fociety, where none intrudes. 
By the deep fea, and mufic in its roar. 
I love not Man the left, but Nature more. 
From thefe our interviews, in which I Heal 
From all I may be, or have been before. 
To mingle with the univerfe, and feel 
What I can e'er exprefs, yet cannot all conceaL 

Byron. 




XL. 

FRIENDSHIP. 

RUE Friendfhip is a Gordian knot. 
Which angel hands have tied ; 

By heavenly flcill its textures wrought. 
Who (hall its folds divide ? 



In vain Death's all triumphant fword 
May drive the links to fever ; 

The union of the twifted cord 
In Heaven fliall laft for ever ! 
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XLI, 

OLD AGE. 

lOR can the fnows, which now cold age 
hath fhed 
Upon thy reverend head. 
Quench or allay the noble fires within. 
For all that thou haft been, and all that 
youth can be, 
Thou'rt yet— fo fully ftill doft thou 
Poflefs the manhood and the bloom of wit. 
To things immortal time can do no wrong. 
And that which never is to die, for ever muft be 



M 



young. 



Cowley, 



XLII. 



THE CHURCH. 

• 
HE has a charm, a word of fire, 

A pledge of love, that cannot tire ; 

By tempefts, earthquakes, and by wars. 

By rulhing waves and falling ftars. 

By every fign her Lord foretold. 

She fees the world is waxing old ; 

And through the laft and direft ftorm 

Defcries, by faith, her Saviour's form, 
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XLin. 
THE ABBEY JUMIEGES. 

GLORIOUS remnant of the Gothic 
pile 
(Which once was Rome's) ftood 
half apart 
In a grand arch, — which once fcreened 
many an aiile ; 
The laft had difappearcd, — a lofs to art, — 
The firll yet frowned fiiperbly o'er the foil. 
And kindled feelings in the rougheil heart 
Which mourned the power of time and temper's 
march. 
In gazing on the venerable arch. 

Byron.* 



xuv. 
LEBANON. 



ig-^v.^^^ID the deepfilence of the pathlefs wild, 
tj iV^ij! { Where kindlier Nature once profiifely 
fmiled, • 

Th* eternal cedars ftand; unknown 
their age. 
Untold their annals in hiHoric page ! 
All that around them Hood, now far away. 
Single in ruin, mighty in decay ! 

* Copied by the Editor from the ruins a.d. 1839, where '<the 
lame Lord,'* as the Sacriftan (aid, had carved them twenty years 
previous, and whofe vifit he well remembered. 
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Between the mountains and the neighbouring main 
They claim the empire of the lonely plain. 
In folemn beauty through the clear blue light 
The leafy columns rear their awful height ! 
And they are flill the fame ; alike they mock 
Th* invader's menace and the tempeft's fliock ; 
And ere the world had bow'd at Caefar's throne, 
EreyetproudRome's all-conquering name was known. 
They flood ; and fleeting centuries in vain 
Have poured their fury on the enduring fene. 
While in the progrefs of their long decay 
Thrones fink to dull and empires melt away. 

G* Howard. 



XLV. 

LIBERTY. 

OMPULSION, from its dellined courfe. 

The magnet may awhile detain ; 
But, when no more withheld by force. 

It trembles to the North s^ain. 
TJius, though the idle world may hold 
My fettered thoughts awhile from Thee, 
To Thee they fpring, when uncontrolled 
In all the warmth of liberty. 
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XLVI. 



CORRECTION. 




ORD, as a tender mother day by day 
Weans the weak babe ihe loves, left it 

(hould pine. 
So wean us. Lord, fo make us wholly 
Thine, 

Left in our fecblenefs we ftart away 
From Thy loved chaftening ; for we could not bear 
The fudden vifion of ourfelves and Thee, 
Or learn at once how vain our bright hopes be. 
Then be our earthly weaknefs. Lord, Thy care. 
And e'en in wounding heal, in breaking fpare. 

Bishop Wilberforce. 



XL VII. 

CONTROVERSY. 




E calm in arguing, {ox fiercenefs makes 
Error 2, fault, and truth difcourtefy. 
Why fhould I feel another man's mif- 
takes 
More than Yiisjtcknefs or his poverty ? 
In love I fhould : but anger is not love. 
Nor wifdom neither j therefore, gently move. 

Calmnefs is great advantage : he that lets 
Another chafe, may warm him at his fire. 
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Mark all his wanderings^ and enjoy his frets ; 
As cunning fencers fuffer heat to tire. 
Truth dwells not in the clouds j the bow that's there 
Doth often aim at, never hit, the fphere. 

George Herbert. 



XLVIII. 

THE SOUL. 

NOW'ST thou the value of a foul im- 
mortal ? 
Behold the midnight glory, worlds on 

worlds ! 
Amazing pomp! Redouble this amaze; 
Ten thoufand add 5 and twice ten thoufand more ; 
Then weigh the whole, — one foul outweighs them 
all. 

Young. 





xux. 
MUSIC. 

HERE be none of Beauty's daughters 

With a magic like thee ; 
And like Mufic on the waters. 

Is thy fweet voice to me : 
When as if its found were caufing. 
The charmed ocean's paufing, 
» 4 
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The waves Ik ftill and gleaming. 
And tke luU'd winds feem dreaming. 
And the midnight moon is weaving 

Her bright chain o'er the deep ; 
Whofe breaft is gpntly heavmg 

As an infant aileep : 
So the fpirit bows before thee. 
To Men and adore thee. 
With a ftill but fwift emotion. 
Like the fwell of fiunmer's ocean. 

Byron. 



L. 

MUSIC. 




DCE the gale that fighs along 

Beds of oriental flowers. 
Is the grateful breath of ibng. 
That once was heard in happier 
hours ; 
Filled with balm, the gale fighs on. 

Though the flowers have funk in death ; 
So, when pleafure's dream is gone. 
Its memory lives in mufic's breath. 

Muflc ! oh how faint, how weak. 
Language fades before thy fpell! 

Why fhould Feeling ever fpeak. 

When thou canft breathe her foul fb well ? 
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Friendlhip's balmy words may feign. 
Love's are e*en more falfe than they ; 

Oh ! 'tis only Mufic's ftrain 

Can fweetly foothe, and not betray ! 

Moore. 



Ll. 

MUSIC. 

HERE the bright Seraphim, in burning 

row. 
Their loud uplifted angel trumpets 

blow ; 
And the Cherubick hoft, in thoufand 
quires. 
Touch their immortal harps of golden wires. 
With thofe juft ipirits that wear viftorious palms. 
Hymns devout and holy pfalms 
Singing everlaftingly. 

Milton. 



LU. 

MUSIC. 

ND ftoried windows, richly dight. 
Calling a dim religious light ; 
There let the pealing organ blow. 
To the full-voiced quire below. 
In fcrvice high and anthems clear, 
As may with fweetnefs, through mine ear. 




,y Google 



250 ^5e Ugte.— Sbt aupstfne. 

DifTolve me into ecftafies. 

And bring all heaven before mine eyes. 

Milton. 




Lm. 
THE LYRE, 

HERE is a living fpirit in the lyre, 
A breath of mufic and a foul of fire ; 
It fpeaks a language to the world un- 
known; 
It fpeaks that language to the bard 

alone. 

* * « 




LIV. 

ST. AUGUSTINE. 

HE child of tears, the child of tears. 
Of many hopes and anxious fears. 
Is better than the child whofe birth 
Is ufhered in with founds of mirth. 



Think not that nought is well below. 
Save when the tides of pleafure flow ; 
For tears can come from God above. 
The facred tears of mother's love. 

Defpair not of thy wayward fon. 
Nor think that all thou canft is done ; 
For not in vain thofe tears are fhed. 
They mufl: bring bleflings on his head. 
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He cannot, muft not, fhall not die; 
His life is ranfbmed for the fky ; 
Where God Himfelf fhall dry thy tears. 
And joys eternal banilh fears. 

Grief-wafted Mother, go thy way. 
Be fure thy tears have won the day ; 
For prayers can ope the gates of Heaven ; 
All force to prayers and tears is given.* 

Mackenzie. 



LV. 

MELANCTHON. 




IS fun went down in cloudlefs fides, 
Affured upon the morn to rife 

In lovelier array. 
But not like earth's declining light. 
To vanifh back again to night ; 
The zenith where he now fhall glow. 
No bound, no fetting beam can know- 
Without a cloud or fhade of woe 
In that eternal day. 



* The above lines are a fort of paraphrafe from the con- 
feffions of St, Augustine, 1. iii. c. ult by the late F. Mackenzie. 
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LVl. 

LYCroAS. 

EEP no more, wofid fhepherds, weep no 

more. 
For Lycidas your forrow is not dead. 
Sunk though he be beneath the watery 
flood; 

So finks the day-ftar in the ocean bed. 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head. 
And tricks his beanis, with new and fpangled ore. 
Flames in the forehead of the morning fky; 
So Lycidas funk low, but mounted high. 
Through the dear might of Him that walked the 




waves. 



Milton. 



LVII. 

MILTON. 

7|OR fecond He that rode fublime. 
Upon the feraph- wings of ecftafy. 
The fecrets of the abyfs to fpy ; 
He paffed the flaming bounds of place 
and time : 
The living throne, the fapphire blaze. 
Where angels tremble while they gaze. 
He faw ; but, blafted with excefs of light, 
Clofed his eyts in endlefs night. 

Gray. 
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LVIII. 

GEORGE WHITFIELD. 

E loved the world that hated him — the 

tear 
That dropped upon his Bible was fin- 
cere; 
Aflailed by fcandal and the tongue of 
ftrife. 

His only anfwer was a blamelefs life ; 
And he that forged, and he that drew the dart. 
Had each a brother's intereft in his heart. 

COWPER. 




LIX. 

SCHWARTZ. 

IRM wast thou, humble and wise, 
Honeft, pure, free from difguife j 
Father of orphans, the widow's fup- 

port; 
Comfort in forrow of every fort. 
To the benighted, difpenfer of light j 
Doing and pointing to that which is right ; 
Bleffing to princes, to people, to me: 
May I, my Father, be worthy of Thee, 
Wiihes and praycth thy Sarabojee. 

Sarabojbe. 
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LX. 



HENRY MARTYN. 



.^^ 



ERE Martyn lies ! In manhood's early 

bloom. 
The Chriitian hero found a Pagan tomb. 
Religion, forrowing o'er her fav'rite fbn. 
Points to the glorious trophies which he 
won. 
Immortal trophies ! Not with flaughter red. 
Nor flained with tears, byhaplefs orphans Ihed; 
But trophies of the crofs ! In that dear name. 
Through every fcene of danger, toil, and fhame 
Onward he journeyed to that peacefid fhore. 
Where danger, toil, and Ihame, are known no more. 

Macaulay 



-oo;«?0* 



LXI. 

LIFE. 

rVE while you live, the Epicure will 

fay. 
And give to pleafure each returning day ; 
Live while you live, the Sacred Preacher 
cries. 

And give to God each moment as it flies : 
Lord, in my view let both united be ! 
I live to pleafure while I live to Thee. 

Doddridge. 
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LXII. 



LIFE. 




UR birth is but a fleep and a forgetting: 
The foul that rifes with us, our life's 
ftar. 
Hath had elfewhere its letting, 
And Cometh from afar — 
Not in entire forgetfulnels. 
And not in utter nakednefs. 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 

From God, who is our home — 
Heaven lies around us in our infancy ; 
Shades of the prifon-houfe begin to clofe 

Upon the growing boy — 
Yet he beholds the light, and whence it flows ; 
He fees it in his joy. 

Wordsworth. 



LXIII. 

DEATH. 

O me the thought of death is terrible. 
Having fuch a hold on life. To thee 

it is not 
So much even as the lifting of a latch 
Only a ftep into the open air 
Out of a tent already luminous 
With light that fhines through its traniparent walls. 
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LXIV. 

DEATH. 




WHAT is death? 'Tis life's laft fhore. 
Where vanities are vain no more ; 
Where all purfuits their goal obtain. 
And life ia all retouched again. 




LXV. 

THE THREE GRACES. 

H ! give me Fattb ! 

The fweet aflurance that a Saviour 

died— 
That, for my fins. His flefh was cru- 
cified — 
Lading till death ! 

Hope give me, too ! — 
The glorious hope that Thou, O God ! art mine; 
This beacon light in me for ever fhine. 

Joyful and true. 

And ^ve me Love I 
Love for my neighbour and Jehovah*s name ; 
UnMing, boundlefs love my heart inflame. 

Sprung from above. 
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Oh, give me Thee! 
When Faith and Hope are loft in perfed fight ; 
And holy Love fhalJ ihed her heavenly light 

Eternally. 

R. 




LXVI. 

FAITH. 

HE child-like Faith that afks not fight. 

Waits not for v7onder or for fign. 
Believes, becaufe it loves, aright. 
Shall fee things greater, thmgs di- 
vine. 

Keble. 




Lxvn. 
FAITH AND WORKS. 

The Pafyfte. 

F thou wilt take the Byble boke. 
And upon Saint James *pyftle loke, 

Ther you fhall, I trowe, fe 
How fiiyth is ther trewly applyed. 
And good workes with hym tyed ; 
Se how they do agre. 
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Midll the towers of thy Salem, the lone wolf is 
howlmg; 
O'er the wrecks of thy Temple the wild Arab 
ftrays ; 
*Mong the tombs of thy Fathers the tiger is prowling | 
As a dream we remember the fame of thy days. 

Byrom.^ 



LXXI. 

WOMAN. 

HAT is diere in this rale'of life 
Half fo delightflil as a wife. 
Where friendihip, love, and peace com- 
bine 
To ftamp the marriage-bond divine ? 

The ilream of pure and genuine love 

Derives its current from above ; 

And earth a fecond Eden fhows. 

Where'er the healing water flows. 

COWPER. 
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LXXII* 



WOMAN. 




HE was a woman of a fteady mind. 
Tender and deep in her excefs of love ; 
Not fpeakingmuch,pleafed rather with 

the joy 
Of her own thoughts; by fome elpecial 



care. 



Her temper had been framed, as if to make 
A Being, who by adding love to peace. 
Might live on earth a life of happinefs. 

Wordsworth. 



Lxxin. 

WOMAN. 

F ever angels walked on weary earth. 
In human likenefs, thou wert one of 

them. 
Thy native heaven was with thee, but 
fubdued 

By fufFering, life*s inevitable lot 5 
But the fweet fpirit did aflert its home 
By faith and hope, and only owned its yoke 
In the ftrong love that bound it to its kind. 




8 3 
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LXXIV. 

HOME. 

HERE woman reigns, the mother, 

daughter, wife. 
Strews with frelh flowers the narrow 
vale of life ; 
'In the calm heaven of her delightful eye. 
An angel guard of love and graces lie. 




LXXV, 

THE MOTHER. 

SAY amid the wildernefs of life. 
What bofom would have throbb'd 

like thine for me ? 
Who would have fmiled refponfive? 

who in grief 
Would ere have felt, or feeling, grieved like thee ? 





LXXVI. 

THE SABBATH. 

EAM on us brightly, blefled day. 

Dawn foftly for our Saviour's fake; 
And waft thy fweetnefs o'er our way. 
To draw us heavenward when we 
wake. 
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O holy life that fhall not end. 

Light that will never ceafc to be,— 

May every Sabbath-day we fpend 
Add to our happinefs in Thee. 

A. L. Waring. 



Lxxvn. 
THE SABBATH. * , 

SUNDAY well fpent' 
Brings a week of content. 

And health for the toils of the 
morrow: 
But die Lor<PsDay profaned, 
Whatfoe'er may be gained. 

Is a certain forerunner of forrow. 

Sir Matthew Hale. 





LXXVIII. 

THE SABBATH. 

HE Sundays of man's life. 

Threaded together on Time's ftring. 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 

Of the eternal glorious King. 
On Sunday, heaven's gate ftands ope; 
Bleflings are plentiful and rife. 
More plentiful than hope. 

George Herbert. 
»4 
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LXXIX. 

THE FIRST GREAT CAUSE. 

VERY fcicnce, power, or art. 
Which tends to fofter in the heart 

Knowledge of Nature's laws. 
Mull, fandtified by grace divine. 
Precept on precept, line on line. 

Exalt the Firft Great Caufe. 



LXXX. 

THE CROSS. 




F loving hearts were never lonely. 
If all they wiih might always be. 

Accepting what they look for only. 
They might be glad, but not in Thee. 



We need as much the Crofs we bear. 
As air we breathe — as light we fee ; 

It draws us to thy fide in prayer. 
It binds us to our ftrength in Thee. 

A. L. Waring. 
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LXXXI. 

THE LIGHT OF HEAVEN. 



HUS when the lamp that lighted 
The traveller at firft goes out. 

He feels awhile benighted. 

And lingers on in fear and doubt. 



But fbon, the profpeft clearing, 
• In cloudlefs ilarlight on he treads ; 
And finds no lamp fo cheering. 
As that light which heaven iheds. 

MOORB. 





LXXXII. 

HEAVEN. 

F God could make this world fo &ir. 

Where death and fin abound — 
How beautiful beyond compare 
Will Paradife be found ! 

J. MoNTGOMERYt 
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Lxxzm. 

HEAVEN. 

HERE'S reft for the foul that on Jefus 

relies; 
There's a home for the homelefs pre- 
pared in the ikies ; 
There's a joy in believing, a peace and 
a ftay 
Which the world cannot ^ve, nor the world 
take away. 




LXXXIV. 

HEAVEN. 

HERE is a place, beyond that flaming 

hiU, 
From whence the ftars their thin ap- 
pearance flied; 
A place beyond all place ; where never 
ill 
Nor impure thought was ever harboured ; 
But faintly heroes are for ever faid 

To keep an everlafting fabbath's reft. 

^ ♦ « ♦ 



r:sr-ev-~l 
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LXXXV. 

HEAVEN. 

H ! what a chorus fhall the ranfomed 

fing, 
W hen Handing round the throne of God 

their king ! 
Methinb I hear the golden harps' vi- 
bration^ 

And every note is full and free falvation. 

• • • 



LXXXVI. 

HEAVEN. 

CLOUD lay cradled near the fetting 

fun^ 
A gleam of crimfon tinged its braided 

fnow; 
Long had I watched the glory moving on. 
O'er the ftill radiance of the lake below. 
Tranquil its fpirit feemed, and floated flow ; 

E'en in its very motion there was reft ; 
While every breath of wind that chanced to blow. 
Wafted the beauteous traveller to the Weft. 




Emblem, methought, of the departed foul. 
To whofe white robe the gleam of blifs is given. 

And by the breath of mercy made to roll 
Right onward to the golden gates of heav'n ; 

Where to the eye of faith it peaceful lies. 

And tells no man his glorious deftinies.* 

Wilson. 
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LXXXVII. 

HEAVEN. 

NE Sun by day, by night ten thoufand 

fhine. 
And light us deep into the Deity ; 
How boundlefs in magnificence and 
Might ! 

.O what a confluence of ethereal Fires, 
From urns unnumbered, down the steep of Heaven 
Streams to a point, and centres in my fight ! 
Nor tarries there ; I feel it at my heart : 
My heart, at once, it humbles and exalts ; 
Lays it in dufl, and calls it to the fkies. 

YotJNO. 




Lxxxvin. 
HEAVEN. 

HOULD not the cxik, Lord, defire 
His own fweet realm to fee ? 

The bride to greet her abient lord? 
The prifoner to be free ? 



When we amid this ftormy world. 
Feel like the homelefs dove. 

We would in fpirit fpread the wing. 
To flee to Thee we love. 
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LXXIX. 

HEAVEN. 

HEY may Hand near to the pearly gates, 
May be clofe to the Ear of Heaven; 
But who would dwell in the fervant's 
lodge. 
When the Manfion-houfe is given ? 




xa 

IMMORTALITY. 

T matters little at what hour o* the day 
The righteous falls aikep; death cannot 

come 
To him untimely who is fit to die: 
The left of this cold world, the more 
of heaven ; 
The briefer life, the earlier immortality. 

MiLMAN. 



«^l 



XCI. 

ETERNITY. 

O W welcome thofe untrodden fpheres! 
How fweet this very hour to die ! 
To foar from Earth, and find all fears 
Loft in thy light — Eternity. 
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Oh! in that future let us think 
To hold each heart the heart that Ihares ; 
With them the immortal waters drink. 
And foul in foul grow deathlefs theirs. 

Btron. 



xai* 
ETERNITY. 




OW fwift the torrent rolls 
That haflens to the fea! 
How ftrong the tide that bears our 

fouls 
On to Eternity! 



So fades a fummer cloud away; 

So finks the gale when ftorms are o'er ; 

So gentle fhuts the eye of day; 

So dies a wave along the fhore,* 



xcm. 
PARTING. 




HEN eyes are beaming 

What never tongue might tell; 
When tears are ftreaming 

From their cryftal cell ; 



• From a tombftonc in Hornfcy Churchyard. 
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When hands are linked that dread to part. 
And heart is met by throbbing heart. 
Oh ! bitter, bitter is the fmart 
Of them that bid farewell ! 

When hope is chidden 

That fain of blifs would tell. 
And love forbidden 

In the breaft to dwell ; 
When fettered by a viewlefs chain. 
We turn and gaze, and turn again. 
Oh ! death were mercy to the pain 

Of them that bid farewell. 

Bishop Heber. 



xciv, 
PARTING. 

OT as the worldling bids ferewell 
While earthly wiflies bound his view; 

Whofe but the Clirillian's tongue can 
tell 
The fulnefs of that word Adieu ! 



Cling to the Uncreated Friend, 
To Jefus, the fupremely true ; 

And oh 1 thy welfare I commend 
To Him, while I pronounce Adieu / 
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xcv. 
PARTING. 

HEN forced to part from thofe we love. 
Though fure to meet to-morrow ; 

We ftill a kmd of angcdih prove. 
We fed a touch of forrow. 



Yet oh ! what words can paint the tears 
We filed, when thus we (ever. 

If doomed to part for months, for years. 
To part, perhaps for ever? 

Yet if our views are fixed aright, 

A facred hope is given ; 
Though here our profpeds end in night. 

We'll meet again in Heaven* 

Then let us form thofe bonds above. 
Which time can ne'er diflever ; 

Since parting in a Saviour's love. 
We part, to meet for ever ! 
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About the holy city rolls a flood . 

A cloud lay cradled near the fetting fun . 

A flower beheld a ftar above 

A glorious remnant of the Gothic pile 

Ah ! methinks it has oft been thus 

Alas ! that man fliould madly prize 

All I feel, and hear, and fee 

A moment is a mighty thing 

And haft thou fought thy heavenly home 

And ftoried Mdndows, richly dight 

And who is He ? the vaft, the awful form 

A parifli Prieft was of the pilgrim train . 

A Sunday well fpent 

A fweet but folitaiy beam 

Author of Being, Source of Light . 

Avenge, O Lord, Thy flaughtered faints, whofe bones 



Beam on us brightly, blefled day . 
Be calm in arguing, for fiercenefs makes 
Be^, my foul, th* exalted lay . 
Behold ! th* AmbafTador divine . 
Be thou content, be ftill before . 
Bleffed city. Heavenly Salem 
Bread of the World, in mercy broken 
Brief life is here our portion 
Brighteft and beft of the fons of the Morning 
But pleafures are like poppies fpread 
T 
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Index. 



By Nebo*8 lovely mountain . , 

Child, amidft the flowers at play . 
Come, Brethren, let us go 
Come, Holy Ghoft, our fouls infpire 
Come Holy Spirit, God and Lord . 
Compulfion from its deftined courfe 
Could we with ink the Ocean fill 

Eternal Power ! whofe high abode 

Eternity, Eternity 

Every fdence, power, or art 

Father, I know that all my life . 
Father of all, in every age 
Firm was thou, humble and vn£t , 
Forgave, bleft ihade, the tributary tear 
Friend after friend departs 



PAGE 

123 



Give me the Prieft thefe graces fliall poffefs 

God is love. His mercy brightens . 

God is our refuge in diftrefs 

God is our refuge our ftrong tower 

God moves in a myfterious way . 

God of my life, to Thee I call . 

Go up and watch the new-born rill 

Great God what do I fee and hear 

Hail! HaU! HaU! 

Hail ! glad'ning Light, of His pure glory poured 

Hail to the Lord*8 Anointed 

Hallelujah, fong of iweetnefs 

Hark ! the fong of Jubilee 

Hark ! the Vefper Hymn is ftealing 

Haft thou a charm to (by the Morning Star 

He hath gone to the place of his reft 
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He lived for others, while he fojourned here 

He loved the world that hated Him ' 

Her charm around, the enchantrefs, Memory, threw 

Here is the fpring whence waters flow 

Here Martyn lies ! In manhood's early bloom 

He that is down needs fear no fall 

High the angel choirs are railing . 

High thoughts at firft and vifions high 

His fun went down in cloudlefs ikies 

Holinefs on the head 

Honour to women ! entwining and braiding 

How fading are the joys we dote upon 

How fine has the day been, how bright was the fun 

How pleafant to me thy deep blue wave . 

How poor, how rich, how abjeA, how auguft 

How fwiftly Aide life's tranfient fcenes away 

How fwift the torrent rolls 

How welcome thofe untrodden ipheres 

Hues of rich unfolding morn 



I am monarch of all I furvey 

I am old and blind 

Jerufalem ! Jerufalem ! enthroned once on 

Jefus, I my crofs have taken 

Jefus, my Lord, 'lis fweet to reft . 

Jefus, thefe eyes have never feen . 

Jefus, Thy blood and righteoufnefs 

Jefus, Thy boundlefs love to me . 

If ever angels walked on weary earth 

If God could make this world fo fair 

If lo^ng hearts were never lonely 

If rightly trained and bred 

If thou wilt take the Byble boke . 

If veiled our eyes, their piercing fight 

I have a home above 

I love to fee yon glorious Sun 

T z 
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Inliex. 



Tm apt to think the man 

In every obje^ here I fee 

In facred lonelinefs 

In the midft of Life behold 

I praifed the earth, in beauty feen 

I faw the living pile afcend 

Is it not fweet to think hereafter . 

I ihine in the light of God 

I flept ; and in my fleep I dreamed 

It is not they who idly dwell . ' 

It matters little at what hour o' the day 

Knell of departed years . 

Know'ft thou the value of a foul immortal 



Lamb of God, who Thee receive . 

Let not the ftealing god of fleep surprife . 

Like the gale that fighs along 

Like to the felling of a ftar 

Live while you live, the Epicure will fay . 

Lord, as a tender mother day by day 

Lord ! let my heart ftill turn to Thee 

Lord, Thy life let us receive 

Love is a flream which evermore doth flow 

Love ! lift me up upon thy golden v^ngs . 

Maker of all, the Lord . 

Meek and lowly, pure and holy . 

Mid the deep filence of the pathlefs wild . 

My joy, my life, my crown 



Nor can the fnows, which now cold age hath fhed 
Nor fecond he that rode fublime . 
Not as the worldling bids farewell 
Now is the ftately column broke . 
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Now the bright fpring comes forth to clothe the trees 
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Oft as memory's glance is ranging 

Oh at the filent, ihadowy clofe o' day 

O God, our help in ages paft 

Oh ! deem not they are bleffed alone 

O Head fo full of bruifes . 

Oh ! Father of Heaven ! look down from above 

Oh ! give me Faith 

Oh ! it is fweet to die — to part from earth 

Oh ! I would walk 

Oh ! land of the godly, how lone and deferted 

Oh ! Thou that drieft the mourner's tear • 

Oh ! weep not for the gathered rofe 

Oh ! what a chorus fiiall the ranfomed fing 

O man, confider thoughtfully 

One Sun by day, by night ten thoufand fhine 

One fweetly folemn thought 

On that great, that awful day 

On the dewy breath of Even 

O facred fblitude ! divine retreat . 

O fay amid the \nldernefs of life , 

O Thou by Heaven ordained to be 

O Thou Eternal One ! whofe prefence bright 

O Thou, whom neither time nor fpace . 

O Thou whofe wifdom guides the way 

Our birth is but a fleep and a forgetting . 

Our hearts are feftened to the world 

O what a bright and blefTed world 

O what is death ? *Ti8 life's hit fhore . 

O what terror in thy forethought 

Prayer is the foul's fincere defire . 
Prayer, the Church's banquet, Angel's age 
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Redeemer of the Nations, come . 
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Refleded on the lake I love 

Sabbath hours ! they come and go 
See the leaves around us billing 
Servant of God, well done 
She has a charm, a word of fire 
Shepherd of tender youth 
She was a phantom of delight 
She was a woman of a fteady mind 
Should not the exile, Lord, defire . 
Sing, my tongue, the glorious battle 
Soft (lumbers now mine eyes foriake 
Some murmur when their fky is clear 
Some fweet favour of Thy favour 
Spirit of Mercy, Truth, and Love 
Spirit of Spirits, who through every part 

Tell me not in mournful numbers 

Tell me, thou duft beneath my feet 

Tender mercies on my way 

The bird that foars on higheft wing 

The bright things and the beautiful 

The child-like Faith that aiks not fight 

The child of tears, the child of tears 

The Curfew tolls the knell of parting day 

The feeble pulfe, the gafping breath 

The firft-born rofe of vernal prime 

The free-born Chriftian has no chains to prove 

The great Auguft Immortal King 

The groans of Nature in this nether world 

The Lord my pafture fhall prepare 

The Lord of might from Sinai*s brow 

The night is wearing 5ifl away . 

The quality of mercy is not flrain*d 

The Son of God goes forth to war 

The Spirit breathes upon the Word 
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The Sundays of man*s life 

Then kneeling down to Heaven's eternal King 

Then towerM the palace, then in awful ftate 

There be none of Beauty*s daughters 

There is a living fpirit in the lyre 

There is an eye that never fleeps . 

There is an unknown language ipoken 

There is a place beyond the flaming hill 

There is a pleafiire in the pathleis woods 

There nor waxing moon nor waning 

There's mufic in the morning air . 

There's reft for the foul that on Jefus relies 

There woman reigns, the mother, daughter, wife 

Thefe are Thy glorious works. Parent of good 

Thefe hearts, alas ! cleave to the duft 

They have fallen one by one 

They may fbnd near to the pearly gates 

They fin who tell us love can die . 

This world I deem . . . 

Thou art gone to the grave ! but we will 

Thou blefTed Saviour, facred Spring 

Though private prayer be a brave defign 

Thou haft left behind 

Thou ihalt rife, my duft ! thou ihalt ariie 

Thus to relieve the wretched wm his pride 

Thus when the lamp that lighted 

Thy own mufician. Lord, infpire . 

*Tis gone, that bright and orbed blaze 

*Tis the fofb hour of eve, the rummer's fun 

To me the thought of death is terrible 

To the name that brings falvation 

True friendihip is a Gordian knot 

Upon the ocean God is near 

Vital fpark of Heavenly flame 



not deplore thee 
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Weep no more, woful fliepherds, weep no more 

Well for him who all things lofing 

Were every faultering tongue of man 

We wept !— 'twas Nature wept — but Faith 

What are they now ? Morality may fpare 

What hallows ground where heros fleep 

What if each drop of rain ihould plead 

What joy, while thus I view the day 

What is there in this vale of life . 

What finners value I refign 

^hat fudden blaze of fong 

When eyes are beaming , 

When forced to part from thofe we love 

When I furvey the wondrous crofs 

When fore afflidHons cruih the foul 

When fuch a man familiar with the ikies . 

When thefe dark hours of earthly love 

When the fpark of life is waning 

Where the bright Seraphim m burning row 

Which is the happieft death to die 

Who hath this book, and reads it not 

Within this awful volume lies 

Woe be to the prieft, y-born 

Ye who your Lord's commiflion bear 
Yon cottager who weaves at her own door 
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